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jHAT a curious ihhxg a compass is ! How 
strangely the little needle trembles on the 
point of the piece of wire which supports 
y' it ! flow wonderful it is to see that needle 
always pointing to the north! Who can 
explain how it is that it always does so ? God made 
it to be always pointing in one direction; and it does 
just what he wants it to do. This is all we know 
about it. If you ask a learned man what it is which 
makes the needle of the compass always point to the 
north, he will tell you it is magnetism. But if you 
ask him what magnetism is, or how it produces this 
effect upon the needle, he cannot tell you. 

Nobody can explain this. But the compass is not 
the less useful because none can explain the way in 
which the needle acts. The compass is one of the 
most useful things we have. The sailor never could 
find his way over the sea without it. And those who 
have to travel over great deserts, or thi'ough countries 
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in which there are no roads, always need a compass 
to show them the direction in which they should go. 

And in going through this world we are just in 
this position. The world is like a great desert; or 
like a country, not indeed without any roads, but full 
of roads leading in the wrong direction. There is 
only one direction for us to go in if we wish to pass 
safely through the world, and reach at last that blessed 
home which God has prepared for his loving children. 
And if we desire always to know the direction in 
which to go in order to reach that home, we must 
have a compass to take with us in our journey through 
the world. God has given us the Bible to be this 
Safe Compass. It is always pointing towards heaven. 
And as it points in the right direction, it is always 
saying to us: " This is the way, walk ye in it^ 

Unless we take this compass and follow its point- 
ings, we cannot get to heaven. The design of this 
little book is to aid those who are setting out on the 
great journey of life to make a right use of the com- 
pass God has given us. The earnest prayer of the 
writer is, that all his young friends who read these 
pages may follow the pointings of this Safe Compass, 
and reach at last that blessed world to which it will 
surely lead them. 
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THE SAFE COMPASS. 



^^Bons for Resisting the ffinticcmciris 
of Sinners. 



' I should ask you, WLo are meant by ^- 
rsl you would, perhaps, give me a, good 
many answers, and of different kinds. One 
would say. Sinners are persons tliat curse 
and swear. Another would say, Thieves 
and robbers are meant by sinners. Another would 
say. Murderers are sinners. Another would say. 
Sinners means those who get drunk and break the 
Sabbath. And bo on. AU these answers would be 
correct, for it is true that all the different persons 
named are sinners. But none of these would be the 
proper answer, or the best answer to give to the 
question — Who are meant by sinners? When God 



10 THE TEXT MADE PLAIN. 

speaks about sinners in the Bible, he does not mean 
ordy those peraons who swear, or steal, or commit 
murder, or do such dreadful things ; but he means all 
^persons who are not true Christians. All men and 
women, all boys and girls, whose hearts have not been 
changed, and who do not love the Saviour, are sinners 
in God*s sight. Whenever we read about " sinners " 
in the Bible, these are the persons intended. This is 
the meaning of the word " sinners " in our text. Do 
you know who wrote the book of Proverbs? Solomon. 
He was the great king of Israel, the wisest man, 
excepting our blessed Saviour, who ever lived. Now 
let us see what Solomon speaks of sinners as doing in 
our text. He says, " If sinners entice thee." What 
does it mean to entice a peraon 1 It means to per- 
suade or coax him to commit sin, or to do something 
wrong. If you are trying to get a person to do right, 
we never call it enticing him. It is only when people 
are trying to make others do wrong, that we use the 
word entice. 

The meaning of the text then, is, — if persons who 
are not Christians, who don't love Jesus, try to per- 
suade you to do wrong, don't mind them. For in- 
stance : suppose you are on your way to Sunday school 
some bright, beautiful Sunday morning. At the 
corner of the street you meet some young friends. 
One of them says to you : " Good morning, John ; 
where are you going 1 " You answer : " I am going 
to Sunday school. Where are you going 1" He 
says : " Oh, we're going out to spend the day at Fair- 
mount Park. We've got our dinner in that basket 
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You'd better come along, John ; we're going to have 
lots of fun." Now, what would your friend be doing 1 
He would be a sinner enticing you to break the fourth 
commandment. 

Suppose you are spending your summer vacation. 
One fine afternoon you go out to play in the woods. 
Adjoining the woods is an apple orchard. Before 
you go, your mother says to you : " Well, Johnny, I 
hope you'll have a nice time in the woods. But, re- 
member, you are not to go into the orchard, on any 
account, or to take any of the fruit there. Do you 
hear 1 " 

"Yes, ma'am." 

But it's a warm afternoon. After a while some of 
the boys start for the orchard, and begin eating the 
apples. But you remember what your mother said, 
and go on with your play. 

Presently one of the boys calls out to you : " Hallo, 
John, don't you want some apples 1 " 

" No," you answer very promptly. " Mother told 
me not to take any, and I don't intend to." 

" We're not going to climb up the trees," he says, 
" but only to take some of these lying on the ground. 
It won't do any harm to take these. They are so ripe 
and juicy ! Just come over and taste them." 

What would that boy be doing 1 He would be a 
sinner enticing you to break the fifth commandment 
by disobeying your mother. And so, whenever any- 
body tries to persuade you to commit sin, — to lie, or 
swear, or break the Sabbath, or disobey your parents, 
or to do anything, no matter what, which the Bible 



says yo I in st not do that person is a sinner tiying 
to entice you. And here in the text G!od tells you 
vhat to do in all such cases He says If sinners 




entice thee, consent thou not." Don't yield to their 
enticements. Don't let them persuade you to join 
them in sin. This is the great lesson we should learn 
from our test. 
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I pray God to write this text on every heart. 
Oh, how many soitows and troubles it will save you 
from, if you will only remember this text, and mind 
it, when " sinners entice " you ! 

I wish now to speak of three reasons why we should 
not consent when sinners entice us. 

The first reason is, because, when we begin to sin^ 
it^s hard to stop. 

There was a boy whose name was Frank. He was 
in the orchard on the side of a hilL His father was 
in the yard adjoining the orchard, at the foot of the 
hill. He called to him, " Frank, come here." 

" Yes, sir," said Frank, and started to run at full 
speed down the hill. He ran ever so far past his 
father, towards the house. 

"Frank, "come here, I say. Didn't you hear me 
call ] " asked his father. 

" Yes, sir," said Frank. 

" "Well, then, what made you run past me ? " 

"Oh," said Frank, "7 got agoing, and couldnH 
stop!'' 

This is just the way in which people run into sin. 
" Sinners entice them," and they consent. " They get 
agoing, and can't stop." 

" I went a short time ago," said a gentleman to a 
friend, " to the jail, to see a young man who had once 
been a Sunday-school scholar. The keeper took a 
large bunch of keys, and led us through the long, 
gloomy halls, unlocking one door after another, until 
at length he opened the door of the room in which 
sat the young man we had come to see. The walls of 



the room were of coarae stone, the floor of thick plank, 
and before the wiudo'vs were strong iron bars. 




" Without, all wft8 beautiful. The green fields, the 
Bweet flovers, and the singing birds were as lovely as 
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ever ; but this young man could enjoy none of them. 
No ; never could he look on them again, for he was 
condemned to death. He had killed a man, and now 
he himself was to die. Think of it ; only twenty 
years old, and yet a murdei-er ! 

" I sat down beside him and talked with him. ' Oh,' 
said he, as the tears rolled down his cheeks, ' to think 
that I should come to this I I didn't mean to do it, 
but I was drunk ; then I got angiy, and before I knew 
what I was about I killed him. Oh, if I had only 
minded my mother, and listened to my Sunday-school 
teacher, I never should have come to this ; I never 
should have been here ! ' " 

This young man "got agoing, and couldn't stop." 
When " sinners enticed him " to break the Sabbath, 
to disobey his mother, to drink and gamble, he ought 
not to have consented. It would have been easy for 
him to take his stand then ; but when he once began 
to sin, like a stone thrown down the side of a moun- 
tain, he found it hard to stop. 

As the gentleman left him, he said : " Will you 
pray for me, sir ? And oh ! tell boys everywhere to 
mind their mothers, and keep away from bad com- 
panions." 

Think of this young man whenever you read or 
hear the words of the text : " If sinners entice thee, 
consent thou not." 

The Arabs have a fable about " the Miller and the 
Camel," which illustrates very well the importance of 
minding this text. The fable says that one day in 
winter the miller was sleeping in his house, when he 
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was awakened by a noise. On looking up, Le saw a 
camel who had thrust his nose through the window of 
the room. 

" It's very cold out here," said the camel ; " please 
let me just put my nose into your room to get a little 
warmed." "Yery well," said the miller. After a 
while the camel asked leave to put his neck in ; and 
then he begged to have his fore feet in the room ; and 
so he kept on, by little and little, until at last he 
crowded in his whole body. 

Then he began to walk about the room, and knock 
things over, and do just as he pleased. The miller 
soon found him so rude and troublesome that the 
room was not large enough for them both. He 
began to complain to the camel of the trouble he was 
giving him, and told him to go out. " If you don't 
like the room, you can leave it, whenever you choose," 
said the camel. " As for myself, I am very comfort- 
able, and intend to stay where I am." 

This is just the way it is with sin. It comes knock- 
ing at our hearts, and begs for entrance a little way. 
As the old proverb says, " If you give it an inch, it 
will take an ell." It goes on increasing its power, 
step by step, until it becomes master in the soul. It 
would have been easy enough for the miller to have 
kept the camel out when he only had his nose in the 
window; but after he got his whole body into the 
room, it was hard vork to get him out. So when 
sin, or sinners, entice us, we should not consent. We 
should guard against the first beginning of it. Don't 
let its nose get in at the window, and then its body 

(609) 
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• 

will never get into the room. The Bible tells us to 
flee from the appearance of evil. Let us resolve to do 
this ; and above all, let us pray for the help of the 
Holy Spirit, that by his grace we may be able to 
"keep our hearts with all diligence," and guard 
against the entrance of anything that may, as one of 
our Collects says, " assault or hurt the soul." ** If 
sinners entice thee, consent thou not." The first 
reason why we should not consent is, that when we 
begin to sin it's ha/rd to stop. 

But the second reason why we ought not to consent 
to sin is, because it is dangerous. 

Here is a long train of cai-s on a railway. They 
are crowded with passengers, and are flying pleasantly 
along at full speed. Now they come to where the 
track goes along near a high bank. Here some 
wicked person has placed a heavy log of wood across 
the track. The train comes thundering on. The 
engineer does not see the log. Presently the engine 
comes up against it with a tremendous crash. It is 
thrown off the track ; it drags the train after it. One 
after another the oars roll down the bank. Many of 
them are broken to pieces. A dreadful scene of con- 
fusion follows. Ten or fifteen of the passengers are 
killed, and great numbers of them wounded. All 
this loss and misery is produced by the log that was 
laid across that track. Was it not a very dangerous 
thing to place that log there ? Yes ; for it threw that 
train of cars off the track and occasioned all that 
mischief. 

Now, sin is dangerous in just the same way. God's 

2 
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commandments are the path of duty he has prepared 
for us to walk in — the track on which he would have 
us run. But sin, like the log against which the 
engine ran, throws us off the track of duty, and causes 
great harm. Look at Adam and Eve in the garden 
of Eden. They were like the first two in a long train 
of cars. When Satan enticed them to sin, he laid a 
log on their track. When they consented to sin, they 
ran against that log. This threw them off the track, 
and every car in the long, long train that came after 
them. All the war, and misery, and suffering, and 
death which has filled the world since then, have been 
the effects of throwing that train off the track. Jesus 
has been occupied nearly six thousand years in tiying 
to get that train on the track again. It is not on yet, 
but he is sure to get it on at last. This shows us 
what a dangerous thing it is to consent to sin. 

Not long ago some workmen were engaged in 
building a large brick tower, which was to be carried 
up very high. The master builder was very particular 
in charging the masons to lay every brick with the 
greatest care, especially in the first courses, or rows, 
which had to bear the weight of all the rest of the 
building. However, one of the workmen did not 
mind what had been told him. In laying a comer, 
he very carelessly left one of the bricks a little crooked 
out of the line ; or, as the masons call it, " not plumb." 
Well, you may say : ** It was only one single brick in 
a great pile of them. What difference does it make 
if that was not exactly straight?" You will see 
directly. The work went on. Nobody noticed that 
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liiere was one brick wrong. But as each new coui-se 
of bricks was kept in a line with those already laid, 
the tower was not put up exactly straight, and the 
higher they built it the more insecure it became. One 
day, when the tower had been earned up about fifty 
feet, a tremendous crash was heard. The building 
had fallen to the ground, burying the workmen in the 
ruins. All the previous work was lost, the materials 
were wasted ; and worse than this, valuable lives 
were sacrificed, — and all because one brick had been 
laid wrong at the start. The workman who carelessly 
laid that brick wrong, little thought what a danger- 
ous thing he was doing, and what terrible harm would 
result from his neglect. My dear young friends, you 
are now building up your chanicter. In the habits 
you now form you are laying the foundation of that 
character. One bad habit, one brick laid wrong now, 
may ruin your character by-and-by. Remember 
what you are doing, and see that every brick is kept 
straight. " If sinners entice thee, consent thou not," 
because it is dangerous. 

But this part of our subject is so important, that I 
must give you another illustration of the danger of 
consenting to sin before we leave it. 

There was a minister once, who had a bright, 
beautiful boy, named James. He was his only child. 
It was on a clear, calm, lovely Sabbath morning in 
June that the event took place of which I am about 
to tell you. The cherries were ripe, and the green 
leaves which were around them made them appear 
very nice and tempting. James's father was about 



20 A father's command. 

to leave home to go to church. Knowing that his 
son sometimes acted very improperly when he was 
away, he was afraid tliat he might be tempted to dis- 
obey his father and break the Sabbath in order to 
get the chenies. So, before he started, he called 
James to him, and said : " My son, do you know what 
day this is 1 " 

" Yes, sir ; it's the Sabbath day." 

" Can you wait until to-morrow for the cherries, 
which are ripe 1 " 

" Yes, sir," answered James. 

" Now remember, my dear boy, that this is God's 
day. Don't go near that tree. Don't forget your 
father's command." 

" No, sir," said he. 

After his father had disappeared over the hill, and 
his nurse was engaged in another part of the house, 
he took his stand at the open window, and stood gaz- 
ing at the bright, beautiful fruit, as they hung upon 
the tree, so ripe and juicy. Perhaps you are ready 
to say that "there were no sinners there to tempt 
James." Yes, there was. Satan was there, that old 
father of sin and sinners. He is the greatest of all 
enticers. He came up to James unseen, and whis- 
pered in his ear : " Don't they look ripe ? Wouldn't 
it be nice to have a few ? What's to hinder 1 The 
nurse is away. Nobody will see you. Your father 
will never know it. Why not go and get a few 1 " 
Thus Satan enticed James. And James consented. 
After he had filled his eye and his heart with the 
cherries, he resolved to fill his hands and his mouth. 
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He stole quietly out of the house, and climbed up the 
tree. He had eaten as many as he wanted then, and 
was plucking some to put in his pocket, when the 
door of the house opened suddenly. This frightened 
him. Ho missed his hold, and fell some twelve feet 
to the ground. The servant ran to pick him up, and 
carry him into the house. But his neck was broken, 
and there lay the young Sabbath-breaker, dead! He 
had died in the very act of breaking two of God's 
commandments at once ; the fourth, and the fifth. 

At noon his father returned. He found his little 
boy dead. How must he have felt ] Ah ! if we had 
been there, we would have seen him wringing his hands 
in sorrow, while he took up David's lamentation over 
Absalom, and said : " My son ! my son ! would Gkxi 
that I had died for thee I O James, my son ! my son !" 

" If sinners entice thee, consent thou not." Don't 
do it, because it is dangerous. 

The third reason why we shovM not consent to sin 
isy because it is disgraceful. 

Sin is disgraceful in two ways : it is disgraceful in 
the looks it gives tis, and in the company into which it 
brings us. The looks it gives us V Why, you ask, 
what has sin to do with our looks 1 I tell you, it has 
a great deal to do with our looks. 

I suppose you have all seen a gutta-percha face ? 
And I dare say you have amused yourself in pinching 
it one way, and pulling it another, and seeing 
what different expressions it will put on. But 
when you stop pulling or pinching it, it returns to 
the same face that it was before. 
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Now, your faces are softer than guttarpercha, arid 
they are full of little strings called muscles. These 
muscles, or strings, are pulled one way, or pulled an- 
other, just according to your feelings. Sometimes 
you feel grieved or sad, and the little muscles pull 
your face into a very doleful expression. The moment 
anybody looks at you, they know something is 
troubling you, and you feel sorrowful. But if you 
see a funny picture, or if something happens to make 
you feel merry and glad, the little muscles pull your 
face into smiles and dimples, and you look just ready 
to burst out into a broad laugh. 

But when we commit sin, wicked feelings are at 
work pulling these strings. Anger pulls one set of 
strings, and then you know what a disagreeable look 
the face puts on in a moment ! Pride pulls another 
set of these strings, and so does vanity, or envy, or de- 
ceit, or discontent ; and each of these brings its own 
peculiar look or expression over the face. And the 
worst thing about it is, that if these strings are pulled 
too often the face will not return to what it was 
before, but the strings will become stiff, like wires, 
and the face will keep wearing the ugly look it put 
on, all the time. By giving way to sin, or indulging 
their bad feelings, some people get their faces worked 
up to such a dreadful look, that when you meet one 
of them in the street, the moment you see him you 
can tell what his character is. 

A face that was very lovely when it was that of 
a child, if it haa the passion of anger often pulling at 
it, will get at last to wear, all the time, a sullen, 
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cross, dissatisfied look. Or, if a man has learned to 
love money better than anything else, and to hoard 
it up for its own sake, this will pull a set of strings 
that will fix a close, mean, grasping look upon his 
face ; so that, as you pass him, you will bo ready to 
say, " There goes a miser." Or, if one learns to lie 
and steal, his face will show it, by-and-by ; it will be 
impossible for him to put on an honest, truthful look. 

You know, my dear children, the Bible tells us 
that sin is a reproach, or a disgrace ; and if we consent 
to it, or give way to it, it will pull those strings in 
our faces that will make our very looks to be disgrace- 
ful. Don't let anger, or pride, or passion, get hold 
of the strings, or they will make you appear so ugly 
that no one will love to look at you. But let love, 
and gentleness, and good-will, and truth, and honesty 
have hold of the strings, and they will make your 
faces beautiful and lovely. 

Did you ever hear the story of the "Two Portraits'*] 
It comes in so nicely to illustrate this part of our 
subject, that I must tell it here. 

An Italian painter once wanted to get a painting 
that would do to represent the head and face of an 
angel. One day, as he was passing through the 
streets, he saw a little child whose face was the 
brightest, the sweetest^ and the most beautiful he had 
ever seen. He said to himself, " That is just what I 
want." He asked permission to paint a likeness of 
the head and face of that child. It was granted. 
He finished it, and hung it up in his study. Every- 
body admired it. The sweet gentle look of that face 
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seemed like an angel's look. He often gazed upon it 
when he was disturbed or troubled, and it seemed to 
soothe him and do him good. ' He used to say that 
he would like to paint another head, to be the very 
opposite of this; as unlike it, in every respect, as 
possible. Then he would have the two portraits to 
hang side by side — the one as the head of an angel, 
the other as the head of a fiend ; the one to represent 
heaven, the other to represent hell. But many years 
passed away before he found any one who looked 
horrible enough to be the subject for the second pic- 
ture. At length, in a distant land, he was once 
visiting a prison. There he saw a man whose 
appearance was the most dreadful he had ever seen. 
His face had the fierce, haggard look of a fiend, with 
glaring eyes, and cheeks deeply marked with lust and 
crime. The moment he saw the man, he said to 
himself, " This will do for my second portrait." He 
painted a picture of this loathsome face to hang 
beside that beautiful angel-head, which had been in 
his study so long. And when they hung there side 
by side, oh ! how great the contrast between them 
was ! The one looked, for all the world, like the 
face of an angel, and the other like the face of a 
fiend. But when the painter came to inquire into 
the history of the prisoner, you may judge what his 
surprise was, when he found this hideous-looking 
man was the very same person whose face, when a 
child, he had taken from which to paint his portrait 
of an angel. And now that face was so changed, 
that he painted his portrait of a fiend from it. And 
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what had made this surprising change ? One little 
word of three letters — sin. I said that sin was dis- 
graceful in the looks it gives us. Here you see how 
true this is ! 

But sin is disgraceful also in the company to which 
it brings tis, Wlien Jesus was on earth, he said : 
"Whosoever committeth sin is the servant of sin." 
Now, so far as we know, Satan was the first sinner. 
He is the author, or father of sin. And if we ai'e 
the servants of sin, we must be the servants of Satan 
also. But can there be any greater disgrace than 
this? You know that in some cities, when men have 
committed great crimes for which they are condemned 
to the penitentiary, they are obliged to wear a par- 
ticular kind of prison-dress. Then they are chained 
together in gangs of three or four, and compelled to 
sweep the streets, and do other such like work for 
the city authorities. Now, suppose you had -a young 
friend about eighteen or nineteen years old. We 
may call him Charles Jackson. He has had a good 
education. His parents are well off, and very 
respectable. His father is an eminent physician in 
this city. But Charles was a bad boy. He gave his 
parents a great deal of trouble, and several years ago 
he ran away from home. And suppose that one day 
you are walking through the streets of one of those 
cities where the prisoners, in chains, are made to act 
as scavengers. As you go along you pass one of 
those chain-gangs of prisoners. You look up in pass- 
ing; and there, to your surprise and sorrow, you 
see, chained in between criminals, your old friend, 
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Charles Jackson ! Oh, how shocked you are ! You 
say to yourself, What a disgrace to be found in such 
company ! Sin brought that disgrace upon Charles. 

Now, do you know that Satan and the wicked 
spirits with him are God's chain-gang prisoners. The 
Bible tells us that they are " reserved," or kept, " in 
everlasting chains under darkness " (Jude 6). Or, a» 
it calls them in another place, "in chains of darkness." 
They are God's prisoners in chains. And all who 
consent to sin are bound in the same gang with them. 
And if we remain in the company of Satan here, in 
this life, we must share the wages which he will re- 
ceive at last, and be shut up in company with him 
for ever. There is one passage in the Bible which 
speaks about this, and it is enough to make one's 
blood run cold just to read it, or hear it. It is the 
25th chapter of Matthew, and 41st verse. Here 
Jesus is describing the solemn scenes of the judgment- 
day. He is se4ited on his glorious throne. The holy 
angels are about him. All nations are gathered be- 
fore him. On his right hand stand the righteous — 
that is, all who have loved and served him. He 
smiles on them, and says : " Come, ye blessed of my 
Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from 
the foundation of the world." On his left hand stand 
the wicked — that is, all who have consented to sin and 
served Satan. He turns to them, with an awful 
frown, and says : " Depart, ye cursed, into everlasting 
fire, prepared for the devil and his angels ! " Dread- 
ful, dreadful words ! If the fire was prepared for 
the devil and his angels, the place was prepared for 
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them too. Only think of being shut up in the com- 
pany of all wicked angels and men for ever ! What 
a disgrace ! The third reason why we should not 
consent to sin is, that it is disgrace/id. 

Here, then, we have three good reasons why we 
should not consent to sin. The first is, becatise when 
we begin it is hard to atop ; the second is, because it is 
dangerous ; and the third, because it is disgraceful. 

In conclusion, my dear children, there are two 
things we ought all of us to do. We otight to get rid 
of the sins we have committed. This is one thing. 
We are all sinners. Every one of us has committed 
sin. The great thing is to get rid of it. Now, there 
is only One Person in all the universe who can take 
away sin. This is Jesus. He came, the Bible tells 
us, "to put away sin by the sacrifice of himself." 
He was nailed to the cross, and shed his precious 
blood for this purpose. Hence the Bible tells us that 
"the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin." 
If we are truly sorry for our sins, and pray God for 
His sake to pardon our sins, they will be all forgiven. 
He will blot them out of his book of remembrance, 
and they will never be mentioned any more. This 
is one thing we ought to do. Get rid of the sins we 
have com,mitted. 

And then there is another thing we ought to do; 
and that is, to try and keep from sinning any more. 

Said a boy to his sister one day : "I want the 
Bpuit to look sin right in the faxie when it comes to 
me, and say. Begone." 

" Yes, brother," said his sister; " and one thing 
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more you want: you want God's spectacles to see 
sin and know it when it comes, for it doesn't always 
show its colours." 

I suppose, by " God's spectacles " this good girl 
meant the Bible. This helps us to see things as 
God sees them, just as though we were looking at 
them through his spectacles. There is nothing like 
the Bible to show us what sin is. And then, wlule 
it shows us what is sin, it shows us how to deal 
with it. " If sinners entice thee, consent thou not." 
Take your stand at once. Don't trifle with it. The 
moment it appears, resist it. 

In front of my house there are two young shade- 
trees; or, rather, one in front of my house and the 
other in front of my next-door neighbour's house. 
Last spring they both came out in leaf beautifully. 
They looked very green and flourishing. After a 
while the worms appeared, — those long, black, ugly- 
looking creatures that play such havoc with our 
shade-trees every spring. Well, one day, when I 
was going out of the house, I stopped a moment to 
look at the ti-ee, and found the worms had fairly got 
possession of it, and were likely, in a few days, to 
eat up all the leaves. I shook my head and said, 
" Ah ! my gentlemen, this will never do." So I 
went in and got a chair to stand upon ; and taking a 
cane in my hand, I went to work and knocked off 
and killed every worm that was on the tree. That 
saved the tree. It has been growing nicely all the 
summer. But my neighbour let the worms alone on 
his tree. The consequence was that they ate up 
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every particle of leaf that was on it. Then the tree 
died; and every time I look at its bare, black, 
dismal-looking, dead branches, it teaches me a lesson. 
It seems to tell me the importance of resisting sin 
as soon as it appears. What the worms were to that 
tree, sins are to your soul. Oh ! pray God to give 
you grace to see your sins as soon as they appear, 
and to try to get rid of them at once. 

" If sinners entice thee, consent thou not." 





I^eligtoit anli.l^ttbies €ouipareiJ. 



fOLOMON is speaking of religion here. He 
calls it wisdom. Wisdom is always re- 
presented as a female. The first word in 
the tejtt, the pronoun ahe, means religion. 
^ Suppose, now, that we put this word in 

place of the pronoun she, and then the verse will read 
in this way ; " Religion is more precious than rubies." 
A ruby is a beautiful gem. It is a precious stone, 
of a bright rose or bIoc«l-red colour. If you look at 
a ruby when the sunlight is on it, you will see it 
shining and sparkling in the most beautiful manner. 
Among precious stones the ruby is reckoned the 
most valuable, next to the diamond. And because 
it is considered so valuable, i"eligion is here compared 
to it. Solomon was a good j udge, both of rubies and 
of religion. Ho was the richest man on the earth 
at the time in which he lived. He had gold and 
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silver almost without any end. He had all kinds of 
jewels and precious stones. Among these, no doubt, 
he had a great many rubies. He knew how much 
they were worth, and what they were good for. And 
then Solomon was a pious man. He knew very well 
how much religion was worth. He knew what it 
was good for. So that we know he understood 
what he was speaking about when he wrote the 
words of which we are now thinking. But Solomon 
was not speaking for himself, when he used these 
words. " A greater than Solomon is here." It is 
God who is here speaking through him. Solomon 
was one of those " holy men of old " whom the Holy 
Ghost employed to write the Bible. What those 
men said was not their own words, but God's. 
"They spake as they were moved by the Holy 
Ghost." It is God, then, who is here speaking of 
religion, and says, "She is more precious than 
rubies." God knows how much nibies are worth, 
for he made them all. And God knows how much 
religion is worth, for he is the Author of it. Now 
here, you see, we have two things to examine or 
compare together — religion and rubies. This is the 
subject of our sermon this afternoon. When you go 
home from church to-day, if anybody asks you what 
was the sermon about, you can say it was about 
religion and rubies compa/red. " She is more precious 
than rubies." 

Now, the question we have to answer is, In what 
way is religion more precious than rubies 1 I wish 
to speak of Jive ways in which this is so. 



32 WHAT THE BIBLE TEACHES. 

And in the first placCj religion is more precurus tha/a 
rubies^ in the way op instruction. 

A ruby is a very beautiful thing to look at. It 
glitters and sparkles in such a way that you can't 
help admiring it. But what can a ruby teach you 1 
What instruction can it give you? Suppose that 
you have one of the largest and most valuable rubies 
that the world contains; but, at the same time, that 
you have no Bible. Suppose, also, that you have 
never seen or heard of a Bible. You have never 
had a single lesson from it. You are entirely igno- 
rant of all the great things which the Bible teaches. 
Now, how much could you learn about those things 
from your ruby? You look upon this beautiful 
world around you, — the fields, the woods, the moun- 
tains, the hills, the plains, the valleys, the rivers, 
and springs that run among the hills, — the sun as it 
shines by day, and the moon and the stars as they 
shine by night, — and you want to know who made 
them all. And can your ruby tell youl Oh no! 
But here religion comes with her Bible. Can she 
tell you % Yes, indeed. She opens the first chapter 
of this wonderful book and reads : " In the beginning 
God created the heavens and the earth." You look 
at yourself. What a wonderful creature you are ! 
How strangely your body is made, with its eyes, 
and ears, and hands, and feet, and heart, and lungs. 
And then the soul that dwells in this moving house; 
the soul that thinks, and feels, and loves, and hates, 
— who made it and put it in this curious body? 
The ruby cannot tell you anything about it. But 
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religion can tell you. She opens her wondrous book 
again and reads : *^ The Lord God formed man out 
of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his 
nostrils the breath of life, and man became a living 
soul." 

You have a dear little brother, whom you love 
very much. He is taken sick. The doctor comes 
to see him — but can't cure him. He dies. You see 
him put into the coffin. The lid is screwed down 
upon him. Then comes the funeral. You go tx) the 
graveyard. The coffin is lowered into the grave. 
You lean over and look down. How cold and damp 
it seems ! Now the men shovel in the earth and 
your little brother is hidden from your sight. You 
want to know what has become of him. And can 
your ruby tell you 1 No. But here is Religion with 
her Bible. She opens it and reads : " The dust " (that 
is, the body) " shall return to the earth as it was ; 
and the spirit shall return unto God who gave it" 
(Eccles. xii. 7). 

But you have seen the flowers in the garden all 
wither and die when winter came; yet, on the return 
of spring, they start up and grow again. You have 
seen the little worm weave a sort of coffin around 
itself. In this it has lain all winter, as if dead. 
But in spring that little coffin opens, and, instead of 
the crawling worm, out comes a beautiful butterfly. 
Now, as you stand by your little brother's grave, you 
want to know whether he will live again like the 
flowers, or whether his coffin will open and he will 
come out again as much changed as the worm was 

(609) 3 
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when turned into the buttei-fly. Oh, how anxious 
you are to know this ! Well, ask your beautiful 
ruby. Can it give you any answer? Not a word. 
But here is religion with her Bible. Ask her. She 
opens the Bible and reads : " Thy brother shall rise 
again " (John xi. 23). " The hour is coming in 
which all that are in the graves shall hear the voice 
of the Son of man, and shall come forth " (John 
V. 28). 

You have heard that God made you, and the world, 
and all things. You know that he is very powerful, 
and can do whatever he desires. But • you wish to 
know what sort of a God he is. Is he kind, and 
loving, and gentle ] or is he angry, and fierce, and 
cruel? These are questions which your ruby can't 
answer. But ask religion about them. She opens 
her Bible and reads : " God is love " (1 John iv. 8). 
" The Lord is good unto all, and his tender mercies 
are over all his works " (Ps. cxlv. 9). And now 
suppose that you are going to die, yourself. You 
feel that you are a sinner, and are afraid to die. 
You want to know how your sins can be pardoned, 
so that you may go to heaven when you die. Can 
your ruby tell youl No. But you ask religion. 
She opens her Bible and reads : " The blood of Jesus 
Christ his Son cleanseth from all sin " (1 John i. 7). 
" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt 
be saved " (Acts xvi. 31). 

A little girl, named Mary, had been going to Sun- 
day school for some time. She was only about seven 
or eight years old. But she had learned enough to 
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know that she was a sinner, and that Jesus was the 
only Saviour. She loved him, and prayed to him 
every day. Maiy's parents never went to church, 
and never read the Bible. They were careless, 
wicked people, who never thought about God or 
heaven. One night Mary's father was taken sud- 
denly ill. His illness was very alarming. The 
poor man saw death staring him in the face. He 
felt that he was a sinner, and not prepared to die. 
He asked his wife to pi-ay for him. She said she 
didn't know how to pray. " Oh, what shall I do 1" 
he exclaimed; ^^ how can I die with all my sins upon 
me?" 

" Mary has learned a great deal about the Bible, 
at Simday school," said his wife; "suppose I call 
her. Perhaps she can tell you something that will 
comfort you." 

" Call her at once," said he. 

Mary was called out of her sleep to the bedside of 
her dying father. " Mary, my child," said the poor 
man, " I'm going to die; but I feel that I'm a great 
sinner. Can you tell me how a sinner like me can 
be saved 1" 

"Oh yes, father," said Mary; "Jesus Christ came 
into the world to save sinners." 

"But how does he save sinners? And will he 
save such a great sinner as I am 1" 

" Jesus says in the Bible," replied Mary, " * Come 
imto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest.' * God so loved the world that 
he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever 
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believeth in him should not perish, but have ever- 
lasting life/ * Him that cometh unto me I will in 
no wise cast out.'" 

"Does the Bible say all that, Mary?" asked the 
dying man, with great earnestness. 

" Yes," said Mary ; " those are the very words I 
learned in Sunday school." 

Then he asked Mary to kneel down and pray for 
him. So she kneeled down and prayed that God 
would have mercy on her dear father; that he would 
pardon his sins, and save his soul, for Jesus' sake. 

In the morning, when Mary woke up, her father 
was dead. But he died believing the words that 
Mary had told him from the Bible, and he found 
peace in believing them. But suppose that Mary 
had taken a handful of rubies to her dying father, 
instead of the instructions she gave him from the 
Bible, would they have done him any good 1 None at 
all. Well, then, you see that religion is more precious 
than rubies in the way of instruction. 

The second way in which it is more precious, is in 

the WAY OF HELP. 

I mean by this, that religion will do a great deal 
more to help us imder the troubles that we have to 
meet with in life, than rubies can do. I don't think 
I can illustrate this part of our subject better than 
by telling you about a poor boy, so that you can see 
what religion did to help him under his difficulties. 

A minister of the gospel, after an absence of 
several years, returned to spend a Sabbath at a town 
in England, where he had formerly been settled. 
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After the services were over, a widow woman 
knocked at the door of the vestry-room, and desired 
to see him. "Don't you remember me, sirl" she 
asked. 

" No, I do not," said he. 

" Don't yon remember my John } He used to bo 
in Sunday school." 

"I can't say tbat I do," answered the minister. 
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" O dr," said the old woman, " my John la the 
best John in the world ; and I thought I would like 
to tell you about him." 

The minister said he would be glad to hear what 
she had to say; and then she told her story aa^ 
follows : — ■ 

" After you left us, sir, my hiiaband died, and we 
became very poor— indeed, we were almost starving. 
One day John said to me : ' Mother, dear, we can't 
starve. Mid there is no work to be got. Let me go 




to sea for a time, and try to earn some money for 
you.' I was very unwilling to part from him ; but 
times were bad, and as be seemed so anxious about 
it, I gave him a parting kiss and prayer, and with 
his Bible in his pocket, and a bundle in hia hand, he 
set off to the nearest seaport-town, to try and get a 
situation on board a ship. He went from Tessel to 
vessel, among the docks, for several days, but could 
not get a situation. At last, when he was almost 
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discouraged, he saw the captain of a ship passing by. 

* Don't you want a boy, sir ? ' said John. * Why, 
that's the very thing I'm looking for,* said the captain. 

* Do then, sir, take me.' * Well, where is your char- 
acter 1 ' * Nobody knows me here, sir,' said John ; 
' but in my own parish I could get a character in a 
minute.' * I can't take you without a character.' The 
captain was turning away, when John thought of his 
Bible ; and opening it in an instant, he said : ' How 
will that do, sir]' The captain read the following: — . 

^xtstrdtb txr 
JOHN EEYNOLDS, 

FOR HIS GOOD BEHAVIOUR IN SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

* That'll do, my boy,' said the captain ; * come along.' 
Accordingly John was shipped in a merchant vessel 
bound for St. Petersburg. During the voyage a 
dreadful storm arose. The wind blew a hurricane, 
and every one expected the vessel to be lost. The 
sailors had done all they could, and were waiting to 
see the end. Then John took out his Bible, and in a 
loud, solemn voice read out the 51st Psalm. While 
he was doing this, one after another — the sailors first, 
and then the officers — gathered round him. When 
he had done reading, he kneeled down and prayed 
very earnestly that Grod would make the storm to cease, 
and spare their lives. God heard that prayer, and 
soon after the storm began to abate. The captain 
acknowledged that John's prayers had saved the 
ship, and promised him a holiday when they got to 
St. Petersburg. 
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" He kept his word ; and while the ship was 
lying there, he gave John the promised holiday. 
Boy-like, John went to the palace of the emperor to 
see all the great people go to court. As he stood in 
wonder, gazing on carriage after carriage passing by, 
something dropped at his feet. It was a bracelet 
sparkling with jewels, which had dropped from a 
lady's hand. John picked it up, and called aloud 
for the coachman to stop ; but in jain. The crowd 
and the noise prevented John from being noticed, 
and he returned to the ship with the bracelet. 

* You're a lucky fellow,' said the captain. ' Why, 
these are diamonds ! ' * Yes, sir ; but they are not 
mineJ * How did you get them V * I picked them 
up, and called to the driver to stop ; but he drove on, 
and didn't hear me.' * Then you did all you could 
under the circumstances, and they are clearly yours.' 

* No, captain ; they are not mine,' said John. * You 
foolish fellow,' said the captain. ' Let me have the 
diamonds, and when we get back to London I'll sell 
them for you, and they'll fetch lots of money.' * That 
may be, sir ; but they are not mine. And suppose, 
captain, we should have another storm as we go home; 
what then ] ' * Ay, ay. Jack,' said the captain, * I 
didn't think of that ! Well, we must try and find 
the owner.' This was done. The lady gave Jack a 
sum of money as a reward for his honesty. This 
money, at the advice of the captain, was laid out in 
skins and hides. When these were sold on theii* 
return, John left the ship after his first voyage with 
eighty poimds, or four hundred dollars, in his pocket. 
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He came sti-aight home to his native villngo. He 
found me ia the workhouse. He took me out and 




rented a nice little cottage for me, and there he has 
fiaj^rted me ever since. He is the captain of a 
ship now ; but he never forgets his old mother. 1 
tell you, sir," said she, ending as she began, " my 
John's the best John in the world." 

The minister thought she had good reason to think 
so. But just see bow religion helped this boy under 
his troubles, in a way in which the best ruby in the 
world never could have done. It was religion which 
taught John to love and honour his mother, and do 
all he could to help and comfort her. It was religion 
which gave him that Biblo with the i-ecommendation 
in it, and this secured him a situation. It was 
religion which taught him to read that Bible for 
comfort in the storm, and to pray to God for help, 
when the officers and men could no longer help 
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themselves. It was religion that saved that ship, 
and all on board, from destruction. It was religion 
that kept John from acting dishonestly about the 
bracelet he had found. That was the turning-point 
of his history. If he had done wrong then, ho pro- 
bably never would have succeeded as he afterwards 
did. It was religion which built up for John the 
good character he possessed, and secured him his 
success in life. But what could rubies have done, in 
the place of religion, on any of these occasions ? And 
so you see clearly enough that religion is better, 
that is, " more precious than rubies," in the way of 
help. 

JBiU religion is more precioTis than rubies in the 

WAY OF COMFORT. 

It is surprising to find in how many different ways 
people are afficted and troubled in this world. But 
whatever the trouble is to which those who love 
Jesus, and are truly religious, are exposed, they find 
that their religion gives them such comfort as no gold 
or silver or jewels could ever give them. 

There was a good man once, who was very rich. 
He had so much money, and so many good things, 
that one of his Christian friends asked him, one day, 
if he was not afraid of forgetting God, and thinking 
too much of his money. His answer was — " No ; 
for I enjoy God in all things." After a while he 
lost all his property, and was reduced almost to 
beggary. His old friend was afraid this would be 
too much for him, and asked him if his great losses 
did not make him feel very unhappy. But with a 
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cheerful smile he answered : " No ; for now I enjoy 
aU things in Grod." Ah ! if rich people would learn 
to enjoy God in all things, their riches would never 
do them any harm. And if the poor would learn to 
enjoy all things in God, they would always be happy 
even in their poverty. Religion can give people 
comfort under trials, when no rubies or jewels of any 
kind could afford them any pleasure. 

Some time ago there was a Brahmin, in India, 
who was very rich. He owned many houses and 
extensive lands. He had a beautiful wife, and 
numerous children. From conversation with a mis- 
sionary, and from reading the New Testament, he 
was led to become a Christian. But when he was 
baptized, according to the custom of that country, all 
his friends and relations forsook him. He was dis- 
owned by them all. Not one of them would speak 
to him, or have anything to do with him. All his 
property, too, was taken from him. He was left 
without a cent, and was obliged to work for his own 
living. One day a British officer, who was a Chris- 
tian himself, and knew what this man had suffered 
by becoming a Christian, asked him how he bore his 
sorrows, and if he was supported under them. " Ah !" 
said he, " I am often asked that. But nobody asks 
me how I bear my joys. The Lord Jesus sought me 
out and found me, a poor stray sheep in the jungle ; 
he brought me to his fold, and fills me with joy un- 
speakable and full of glory." What could rubies 
do to make a man happy under such circumstances ? 
But religion gave this man such comfort, that, like 
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Paul of old, when he had endured " the loss of all 
things " earthly, he considered it " a gain, that he 
might win Christ." 

There was a poor woman in England whose name 
was Harriet Stoneman. She was afflicted for thirty- 
nine years with a most distressing disease. Her 
sufferings at times were dreadful, — it was just as if 
her bones were being ground to pieces, or burned up 
in her body. At first she was the most miserable 
and unhappy creature that you can imagine; but 
after a while she became a Christian, and learned to 
love Jesus. Then she was a new creature indeed. 
Her religion did not cure her disease, or take away 
her pains ; but, oh ! it gave her wonderful support 
and comfort under them. Great as her sufferings 
were, she never murmured or complained, but always 
seemed cheerful and happy. She always had some 
pleasant word to speak of Jesus, and the joy she 
found in him. Three shillings a week — about seventy- 
five cents of our money — was all she had for her 
Support ; yet out of this small sum, for twenty-eight 
years, she regularly laid by a penny — that is, two 
cents — a week, for the missionary cause. And, not- 
withstanding her sufferings, she used to be constantly 
writing letters and sending tracts to people, to try 
and do them good. Now, suppose this woman had 
had a house full of rubies and gems given to her, 
what could they have done to comfort her I Nothing 
at all. But in her greatest distress she found real 
comfort in her religion. 

Let us take one more illustration of this part of 
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our subject. Several years ago a large steamer, 
called the Austria, caught fire at sea, in coming 
to this country from Europe. She had a great 
number of passengers on board. Every effort was 
made to put out the fire, but in vain. They couldn't 
get at the engine to stop it, and the progress of the 
vessel through the water only fanned the flames, and 
made the fire bum the faster. The only prospect 
before the passengers was a choice between two ways 
of dying, — they must either jump overboard and be 
drowned, or remain on the vessel and be burned. 
What a dreadful choice I Of course there was great 
confusion and distress on board that burning ship. 
Some were so terrified that they could neither move 
nor speak ; some cried ; some screamed ; some ran 
wildly about, wringing their hands, not knowing 
what they did. What could rubies or jewels do to 
comfort persons in such trying circumstances 1 No- 
thing whatever. Why, gold and silver and precious 
things lay scattered on the deck, and nobody would 
stoop to pick them up. But in the midst of this 
scene of terror, over in one comer of the deck, as far 
away as possible from the fire, a little company of 
Christians were gathered together. They had then 
no thought of being s%ved — ^though two or three of 
them were saved, who afterwards told what I am 
now describing. In an hour or two they expected 
to be in eternity. And what are they doing ? They 
are calm and cheerful. They have a Bible among 
them. A few verses are read. Then one of them 
prays. Then they talk about Jesus, and that glorious 
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heaven where they expect soon to meet. Then they 
read and pray again. They found comfort in their 
religion then, when nothing else in all the world 
could have given them comfort. 

Religion is "more precious than rubies," in the 
v)ay of comfort 

ButyfowrtJdyy religion is more precuyus than rubies, 
in the WAY OP ornament. 

Rubies are chiefly used for ornament. We see 
them in breastpins, on rings, on bracelets, and head- 
dresses, and such like articles. 

Rubies only adorn our bodies, but religion adorns 
our souls. We cannot eat rubies, or drink them; 
we cannot put them into our hearts, our eyes, our 
cheeks, our lips, — they belong to the outside of us. 
But it is different with religion. This belongs par- 
ticularly to the heart. It has its seat or dwelling- 
place in the heart ; and from the heart it makes itself 
felt over the whole person. You know how much 
more beautiful a landscape appears if you look at it 
when the sun is shining, from what it is at night, or 
on a dark and cloudy day. But religion is the sun- 
shine of the soul. It makes everything about it look 
bright and beautiful. We sometimes hear of people 
using different things to improve their complexion 
and make them look pretty. The things used for 
this purpose are called cosmetics. The meaning of 
cosmetic is, to make beautiful. But true religion is 
the best cosmetic in the world. It improves the 
looks of people more than anything else can. I have 
known people, whose faces were naturally really 
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Ugly, but who were yet made so beautiful by religion, 
that you could not look at them without admiring 
them. You know when Moses came down from 
talking with God on the Mount, his face was so 
bright and shining tibat it faii^ly dazzled people's eyes, 
like looking at the sun, and he had to put a veil over 
it before his friends could talk with him. It was his 
religion which did that. And so you remember the 
first martyr, St. Stephen, while preaching to the 
Jews, said : " Behold, I see the heavens opened, and 
the Son of man standing at the right hand of Grod. 
And all that sat in the council, looking at him, saw 
his face as it had been the face of an angel." It was 
the religion of Stephen which made his face look so 
beautiful. Religion has a wonderful power in adorn- 
ing people or improving their appearance. It gives 
them " a meek and quiet spirit ; " and this the Bible 
calls an *' ornament which is in the sight of God of 
great price." ReHgion makes the eye look brighter, 
and the complexion clearer, and the smile sweeter, 
and the voice softer, and everything about our 
person better looking than it otherwise would be. 
You remember that we kept the last Washington's 
birthday as a sort of holiday. In the evening many 
of the finest houses in the city were illuminated, — 
the blinds were up, and the gas or candles were 
burning, and the parlours were lighted up, so that as 
you went by you could see the beautiful paintings 
and statuary that were in them. What a wonderful 
change that illumination made in the appearance of 
those houses ! But religion is the illumination of the 
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soul. It lights it up in such a way as to show us 
beauties that we never should have seen without it. 
And yet it only just begins to do this in the present 
life. We never shall know, till we get to heaven, 
what ornaments religion will put upon us, or how 
beautiful it will make us appear. 

You remember reading about the transfiguration 
of Jesus on the Mount 1 The disciples who were 
with him saw his face shining with a brightness more 
dazzling than that of the sun. His garments became 
whiter than snow, and glittered and sparkled most 
gloriously. I suppose that was the most glorious 
sight ever seen in this world. And one of the 
reasons why Jesus was transfigured in that way was 
to give us, as it were, a peep into heaven, — to let us 
have just a glance at his glory. Jesus appeared on 
the Mount of Transfiguration, just as he appears now 
in heaven. And he appeared in this manner in 
order to show us a pattern of the beauty and glory 
which he intends to put on all his people. If we 
love Jesus, he will make us look at last, and look for 
ever, just as he looked himself when he was trans- 
figured. The Bible tells us that "he will change 
our vile bodies, and make them like his own glorious 
body." It tells us, too, that when " he shall appear " 
again in the glory of his heavenly kingdom, " we 
shall be like him." What a sight it will be, when all 
who have loved and served Jesus shall be shining forth 
in beauty and glory, just as he shone on the Mount 
of Transfiguration ! The finest rubies in the world 
will only be like dark spots upon the sun compared 
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to them. When you see an ugly-looking worm 
crawling on the earth, you can hardly think that 
some day it will put on beautiful wings, and go flying 
about in the sunbeams, all glittering with glory. But 
it will. And just such a change awaits the Cliristian. 

A poor but very pious and Christian womjin once 
called to see two rich young ladies. They were ele- 
gantly dressed, but they were Christians too ; and, 
without regard to her poverty and mean appearance, 
they received her with great kindness, and, inviting 
her into a splendid dining-room, sat dbwn to converse 
with her upon religious subjects. While they were 
thus engaged, a brother of the young ladies happened 
to enter. He was a gay, thoughtless, proud young 
man. He looked greatly astonished to see his sisters 
engaged in conversation with such a poor, shabby- 
looking woman. One of them rose up directly, and 
said : " Brother, don't be surprised ; this is a king's 
daughter, only she has not yet got her fine clothing 
on. 

In the way of oma/meTU, religion is more precious 
than rubies. 

/ wiU speak of one more point, — and this is, that 
religion is " more precums tJian rvhies " in the way of 

BICHES. 

Rubies are very valuable. I saw a small one in a 
jeweller's store the other day, which they told me was 
worth about one hundred and fifty dollars. Sometimes 
a ruby has been found that was worth several thousand 
dollars. But suppose that all the rubies in the world 
could be gathered together in one great, glittering pile, 

(569) 4 
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-what a dazzling sight they would present ! I can- 



not venture to guess how much they would be worth. 
But this I know very well, — ^that, whatever amount 
of money they might be valued at, though it were 
multiplied ten thousand times, it would still be true 
that religion would be more precious than rubies. In 
the way of riches, it would be worth more than all 
those rubies put together. We consider a man rich 
if he is worth four or five hundred thousand dollars. 
But do you know how rich religion makes a man) 
Did you ever tiy to calculate how much a Christian 
is worth 1 Perhaps you would like to reckon it up. 
You can work it out by addition and multiplication. 
Let me tell you how to begin. The Bible tells us 
that Christians are "joint-heirs with Christ" (Rom. 
viii. 17). Now, you know that the heir of a man is 
the person who is to possess his property. " Joint- 
heirs" are those who share or possess property to- 
gether. When we are told that Christians are "joint- 
heirs with Christ," it means that Jesus will share 
with his people all that belongs to him. And how 
much is Jesus woi-th % He said himself, " All things 
that the Father hath are mine." Well, then, if you 
want to work out the sum that I was just speaking 
of, you must add up the value of all the gold, and the 
silver, and the gems, and the jewels, and the iron, 
and brass, and the houses, and the lands in the 
world. And when you have written down the sum 
of all these, you must multiply it by the number of 
all the other worlds that God has made. That will 
tell you how much Jesus is worth ; and when you 
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find that out, you will find how rich religion makes a 
Christian. 

** See ! " said a rich land-owner to a poor peasant, 
as he pointed out to him the beautiful things around, 
" those broad fields are mine. Those magnificent 
parks, those beautiful forests, those snug, smiling 
farms, and, in short, all you see on every side, belong 
to me." 

The poor peasant was a Christian. He had not 
much of worldly goods, but he felt that he was rich 
in faith, and an heir of God's glorious kingdom. He 
looked thoughtfully at the grea(b landholder for a 
moment, and then, with the hope and joy of a Chris- 
tian kindling in his eye, he pointed towards heaven, 
saying,— 

" And is thxU yours also 1 ** 

The lord of all those possessions was silent. He 
felt in a moment that he with all his property was 
poor, for he had nothing to take with him beyond the 
grave ; while the humble peasant was really rich, for 
he was the owner of " an inheritance incorruptible, 
and undefiled, and that fadeth not away." In the way 
of riches, religion is "more precious than rubies." 

Now, we have compared religion and rubies to- 
gether in five different ways, and have seen that in 
each of them " she is more precious than rubies." In 
the way of inaPmction, this is true ; and so it is in the 
w*y of hdp — in the way of comfort — in the way of 
orrumient — and in the way of riches. 

And if this is so, then how earnestly we should 
seek this great blessing. Religion is the principal 
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thing. It is " the one thing needful " of which Jesus 
spoke when he was on earth. This was what he 
meant when he said : " ^eekji/rst the kingdom of God 
and his righteousness." 

" Religion is the chief concern 
Of mortals here below ; 
May we its great importance learn, — 
Its sovereign virtue know. 

** Religion should our thoughts engage 
Amidst our youthful bloom ; 
'Twill fit us for declining age 
Or for an early tomb. 



C( 



Oh ! may our hearts, by grace renewed. 

Be our Redeemer's throne ; 
And be our stubborn will subdued, 

His government to own. 



** Let deep repentance, faith, and love, 
Be joined with godly fear ; 
And all our conversation prove 
Our hearts to be sincere." 





I^ESscns from the ^nt. 



fHAT a Teiy little tiling an ant ist Some of 
them are so small that we can hardly see 
them. The largest of them are not longer 
than the end of your little finger. Wo 
might crush hundreds of them at a time 
by a single stamp of our foot. Many persons despise 
them. Very few think of them as they ought. But 
here Solomon, who was the wisest man who ever 
lived, seta up a little ant before us as our teacher. 
He says: "Qo to the ant; consider her ways, and 
be wise." 

Suppose you should come to your class in Sunday 
school, some Sunday morning, and find your teacher's 
chair empty. You would perhaps say to yourself: 
•' Well, we're not going to have any teacher to-day," 
And suppose that, while you were waiting, you should 
see a littJe tiny ant climb up into the chair. There 
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you see it creeping up and up, and presently it gets 
on to the seat of the chair. You watch it narrowly, 
to see what it is going to do. Pretty soon it takes 
its place right in the middle of the chair. There it 
lifts itself up on its hind legs in a kind of sitting 
posture. It puts on a grave, wise, knowing look. 
It makes a graceful bow of its little head, and begros 
to speak. How funny it would be ! You look and 
listen very attentively. It says : " My dear young 
friends, will you allow me to take your kind teacher^s 
place to-day? I am a little mite of a creature, I 
know, but please don't despise me on that account. 
I don't know how to read, and I can't pretend to 
explain the wonderful things in the Bible, that yom* 
teacher is accustomed to talk to you about; but I 
should like to tell you about myself, and the tribe of 
people that I belong to. We ants are a curious set 
of creatures. And yet I think you will be interested 
in some of our habits and customs, and perhaps you 
may learn some useful lessons from hearing about our 
ways of living." 

Now, if anything of this kind could take place, and 
your tiny little teacher could speak to you, she would 
have a great many interesting things to telL She 
could tell you about the houses they live in, some of 
which 2XQ forty stories high — twenty stories being dug 
out, one beneath another, under the earth; and twenty 
stories being built up over them, above ground. She 
could tell you about the different kinds of trades they 
follow, — how some are miners, and dig down into the 
• ground; some are masons, and build very curious 
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houses, ivith long walls, supported by pillara aod 
covered over with arched ceUings. She could tell you 
how BOme are cai'penters, who build hou>«eB out of 
wood, having many chambers which communicate 




with each other hy entries and galleries ; how some 
are nurseB, and spend their whole time taking care of 
the young ones; some are labourers, and are made, 
like the negro slaves in the South, to work for their 
inaatera ; while some are Boldiers, whose only buaiueiiH 
it is to mount guard, and etand ready to defend their 
friends and fellow-citizena, in case of any attack be- 
ing made upon them. These, and a great many 
other curious things, she could speak about. I am 
sure you would remember the lessons of your httle 
teacher, on that day, as long as you live. But, of 
course, nothing like tbia will ever take place. We 
have only been mippoKiiff that it might — though we 
know very well that it can't. We know that ants 
can't speak — at least they can't speak EnglUh; and 
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SO can't make themselves understood to us, ihoogh 
there is no doubt that they have some way of speak- 
ing, or of making themselves understood, to one an- 
other. But though they are not able to come and 
teach us, yet we can go to them and learn. And this 
is just what Solomon tells us to do in the text. He 
says : " Go to the ant ; consider her ways, and be wise." 
This is what we are now going to do. We are going to 
the ant " to consider her ways," — that is, to inquire 
how she lives and labours, and to find out what use- 
ful lessons we can learn from her. • 

I wish to speak of Jive lessons we may learn fpom 
the ant. 

TJve first of tliese is a lesson q/* Industry. 

We speak of " the little busy bee " as teaching us 
a lesson of industry; and so it does; but the ant is 
a better example of industry even than the bee. Sup- 
pose we go and look at one of these ant-settlements. 
We may call it a village or town of ants. It is 
underground, of course. But suppose we could just 
lift off the covering and look at what is going on; 
what a busy scene we should behold ! This little 
town has more inhabitants than New York or Phila- 
delphia. Now let us go into the nursery department 
first. Here we look into a little room. The floor is 
J!^ covered all over with little white things, about the 

V size of a grain of rice or wheat. These are called 

larvae. They are the baby-ants. Now, they don't 
look like ants at all, but rather like little grubs or 
woi-ms. But they are the young ants, or ants in 
their baby state. There are thousands upon thou- 
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sands of them. And there is an amazing amount of 
work to be done for them. Those ants that you see 
there, going about among those babies, are the nurses. 
They have a pretty busy time of it, and need to bo 
very industrious. Only see what they have to do! 
The babies must be kept clean. Hence you will see 
some of the nurses going about among the little ones 
and wiping off every bit of dirt they see upon them. 
They have no towels or napkins to do this with, but 
they do it very nicely with their hands, or what are 
called their antennoe, or feelers. Then these babies 
have to be fed two or three times a day; and to do 
this for so many of them is no small job. And then 
the babies require to be often moved about, from one 
part of the house to the other. They must be kept 
in just a certain degree of warmth, or else they will 
die. The ants have no thermometers to tell how 
warm it is, for God has taught them to find this out 
without a thermometer. They can*t regulate the 
heat in their nurseries as we can. When ours are 
too cool, we only have to stir up the fire and put a 
little more coal on. If it is too warm, we shut up 
the register from the furnace, or open the room door, 
atid the trouble is soon remedied. But when it is 
too cold in the ants* nursery, they have to carry their 
babies to another part where it is warmer. Every 
morning after the sun is up they have to carry all 
their babies, one by one, to the upper rooms where 
the sunbeams make it warm. And then, before the 
sun sets, they carry them all down again to the lower 
rooms^ where they are protected from the cold night- 



WONDER UPON WONDER. 59 

air. And this they continue to do, day after day, as 
long as they live^ without ever getting tired. What 
examples of industry these ants are ! 

And now let us go out of the nursery, and look at 
the working ants, or labourers. Here we may learn 
the same lesson of industry. These labouring ants 
have to provide food for their large household. All 
th6 day long they may be found toiling patiently, 
endeavouring to carry provisions to their homes. 
There is no better school in the world, in which to 
learn the lesson of industry, than in a settlement of 
ants. There are no idlers about their establishments. 
Every one has something to do. You will see one 
loaded with a grain of wheat, another with a dead 
fly, another with a bit of sugar, and another perhaps 
with a little piece of wood, which is wanted at home 
for Some purpose or other. If an ant finds the body 
of some dead insect — such as a bee, for instance — which 
is too large for him to carry by himself, he will hurry 
back to the settlement, and get two or three of his 
friends to come and help him. Then they will take 
hold of it together, and never leave it till they get it 
home. If they find it too large to be carried in at 
their door, they will break it up and cirflj it in piece 
by piece. A gentleman saw an ant af agging along a 
piece of wood, so large that he could barely get on 
with it, on level ground. By-and-by he came to a 
steep little hill in his way home. He tried to get up 
the hill, but the little log rolled him down again. 
He tried it four or five times, with no better success. 
Presently two other ants came along. The little 
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fellow ran up to them, as if 
to tell them of his trouble. 
Then they turned back &nd 
helped him up the hill. 
As Boon as they got on 
level ground again, the two 
helpers went about their 
business, and left their 
friend to get on by himselt 
They never leave home 
without having some special 
business to attend to; and 
never go back again, with- 
out carrying something 
with them, or having news 
to tell of something useful 
which ima been discovered, 
and which requires the help 
of others. And when one 
of them comes to tell that 
he has found a piece of 
sugar, or bread, or any kind 
of fruit, even though it is 
in the highest story of a 
large house, they immedi- 
ately form themselves in a 
lino, and march after their 
leader, till they reach the 
pi-ize he has told them of; 
and then they work on, 
without stopping, till it ia 
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all stowed away in their homes. They work from 
morning till night; and when it is moonlight, at least, 
they often work all through the night. 

What an example to lazy, idling people, whether 
young or old, the ants are, in this respect ! Let us 
never despise these worthy little creatures. But 
when we feel tempted to indolence in our studies, or 
our work, let us think of the text — " Go to the ant: 
consider her ways, and be wise." 

Our first lesson from the ant is, a lesson of ivr 
dustry. 

Our second lesson from the ant is, a lesson of per- 
severance. 

The ant is quite as remarkable for its perseverance 
as for its industry. They never seem to get dis- 
couraged by the difficulties that meet them in what 
they are doing. If an unlucky horse or cow happens 
to tread upon their town, and crush a dozen or more 
of their houses, they stop whatever else they are 
doing, and go to work to repair the damage done. If 
the same thing occurs again the next day, or every 
day for a week, still they are ready, in a moment, to 
clear away the ruins, and make the best of what they 
can't help. 

A gentleman was once watching an ant-hill that 
had been broken np. He saw one of the nurses 
which had one of her hind legs taken off in the crash; 
yet she went to work at once to help to remove their 
young to a place of safety; and this poor wounded 
creature actually succeeded, herself, in carrying away 
ten of the baby-ants to their new settlement, beforo 
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the repairs were completed. What wonderful perso- 
verance that was ! 

Sometimes the ants have taught this lesson in a 
way that has led to very important results, when 
they little thought how much good they wore doing. 
There was once a celebrated king and conqueror, 
known as Timour the Taiiiar. On one occasion he 
was defeated in battle, and in fleeing from his ene- 
mies he sought shelter in an old ruined building. 
Here he was obliged to spend many hours, being 
afraid to venture out, lest he should be seen and 
taken, or killed. Separated from his friends, alone, 
helpless, and not knowing what would happen to him 
next, he naturally felt very sad and discouraged. As 
he lay stretched out, to rest himself, upon the floor of 
the ruined building, thinking about what he should 
do, he noticed a little ant carrying somethiiig about 
as big as itself. He watched it as it made its way 
across the floor. Presently it came to the wall, and 
tried to get up with its load. But the burden was 
too heavy for it, and down they both tumbled 
together. Not discouraged, however, it tried again; 
and tumbled again. Again it tried;- and again it 
tumbled. Still the persevering little creature wouldn't 
give it up. Timour became very .much interested in 
watching the ant. Sixty-nine times she tried to get 
up the wall, and sixty-nine times she tumbled down. 

* But she tried the seventieth time, and succeeded. 

She carried her burden at last to the top of the wall. 

Timour said afterwards to his friends : " That sight 

' gave me courage, and I never forgot it." He went to 
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the ant, considered her ways, and was wise. He 
learned a lesson of perseverance. This is one of the 
most important lessons we have to learn. All the 
good men and all the great men in the world have 
learned this lesson. And if we want to be good 
and great, we must learn it. We can't begin too 
soon. The very youngest of you, my dear children, 
even little infant children, should learn and practise 
this lesson every day. Never say, "I carCty By 
God's help, and by trying, you can do almost any- 
thing. 

I never quoted Latin in a children's sermon before, 
but I'm going to do it now. There is an old pro- 
verb, of just three words, which comes in so nicely 
here that I must quote it. The proverb is, " Perse- 
verantia vincit omnia." The meaning is, Perseverance 
conquers all things. This is worth remembering. I 
svippose the ants don't understand Latin; but it is 
very clear that they understand all about this pro- 
verb, and they practise it well. 

A lady once was going by a rope-walk. At one 
end of the building she saw a little boy, about nine 
years old, turning a large wheel. He had to turn 
that wheel five hours every day. He only received 
about eighteoA cents a day for his work. But he had 
a poor sick mother at home, and he was glad to be 
able to do anything to help her. 

" My little fellow," said the lady to him, " don't you 
ever get tired of turning this great wheel ? " 

"Yes, ma'am, sometimes," said he.- 

" And what do you do then % " asked the lady. 
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" I take the other hand.^^ 

That was right. It was a noble reply. That little 
fellow imdei'stood about the Latin proverb. He was 
practising upon it. I have no doubt that boy will 
make his mark in the world. It is a great thing to 
know how to take the other hamd. Oh, don't give 
up, and begin to fret and cry, as soon as you feel 
tired ; but just take the other hand. " Peraevera/nce 
conqtier8 all things.^* The second lesson we leani 
from the ants is, a lesson o/ perseverance. 

But we go to the ant again/or our third lesson, and 
this is, a lesson of union. 

I mean by this, that we may learn from them the 
benefits of being united, and of working together. 
Take a single ant, and what an insignificant little 
creature it is. You can blow it away with a breath. 
You can crush it with your little finger. If tte ants 
should break up their unjion with one another, and 
try to live by themselves, or in little companies of 
half a dozen or a dozen tiogether, very soon they 
would all perish. It is being united together that 
makes them strong, and enables them to build their 

• 

houses, and store them with provisions, and take 
care of theii* young, and protect themselves from 
danger. The ants know this very well, and therefore 
they all go in strongly for imion. "We hear a great 
deal, now-a-days, about secession. Some of our friends 
in the Southern part of our country want to break up 
the Union of these United States, the glorious old 
Union which Washington, and the heroes of the 
Revolution, made. They think they could get along 
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better by themselves. Ah, if those mistaken people 
would only " go to the ant and consider her ways," 
they would soon become wiser than this. What a 
valuable lesson they might learn from the ants -on 
this subject ! 

It is by their union with one another that the ants 
are often enabled to preserve themselves from being 
entirely destroyed. In some parts of South America 
the rivers overflow their banks, and flood the country 
around, at certain seasons of the year. In those 
places the ants build their houses from three to six 
feet high, above ground. They do this, like the 
builders of the Tower of Babel, to protect themselves 
from being swept away by the floods. But even this 
does not always succeed. Sometimes the very tops 
of their highest houses will be overflowed. Then the 
ants have nothing but their strong union feeling to 
preserve themselves from destruction. They do it in 
this way: — A number of the very strongest among 
them will go and take firm hold of some tree or 
shrub with their fore claws or feet. Then some 
others will take hold of their hind feet, and others 
again of theirs, till thousands upon thousands of them 
are bound together, forming a great Hving chain of 
ants; and thus they float upon the surface of the 
water, anchored safely to the tree by the strong grasp 
of their friends, till the floods have rolled away, and 
they can go back to their homes. Here we see how the 
ants are saved from destruction by their love of union. 

And this union of the ants not only saves them 
from destruction, it also enables them to do great 
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good, which they never could do if they were 
not thus united. In some parts of South America 
the ants act as the scavengers, or sweepers, or 
cleaners of the country. They make their appear- 
ance, in immense numbers, every two or three years; 
and their object seems to be to cleanse or purify the 
country. The people are glad to see them come, and 
throw open their houses for them to come in. The 
ants march in troops, like huge armies. They go 
through every room, find their way into every nook 
and comer, every hole and crack, and destroy all the 
rats and mice, and scorpions, and cockroaches, and 
other vermin, and then quietly go back to the forests 
^he« they came from. 

An English gentleman was living in this part of 
the country once, who didn't understand the nature 
of these visits. He had not ^' been to the ants to 
consider their ways." He was not wise in regard to 
them. He was walking in his garden one morning, 
when he heard his servant calling out : " The ants are 
coming ! the ants are coming ! " " Well," says he, 
" let 'em come." He didn*t know what this meant. 
But on entering his house he found a solid column of 
antSy about ten inches wide, pouring, like a stream of 
dark water, into his dwelling. He seized a broom 
and tried to sweep them away, but in vain. He got 
some molasses and tried to stop their progress by 
pouring this out before them. But they passed on, 
making a bridge over the molasses out of the bodies 
of their companions; and still they pressed on. Then 
he got a kettle of boiling water, and poured it on 
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them. But though he broke their ranks for a few 
moments, and destroyed vast multitudes <$f them, 
still, for every one killed there seemed to come a ihon- 
sand more. Presently their broken ranks were formed 
again, and on they went. The Englishman was fairly 
beaten. He was obliged to surrender and leave his 
house in possession of these invaders. Soon after he had 
to go off on some business till the latter part of the day. 

On speaking to one of the natives about what had 
occurred, the native told him that they considered 
these ants one of their greatest blessings. The Eng- 
lishman shook his head, and said : *^ Well, it seems 
to me you must be very badly off in this country for 
blessings, if you have to reckon these things among 
them." 

But when he came home in the evening he changed 
his mind. The house he occupied had been ovemm 
with all sorts of vermin. On entering it there "was 
not an ant to be seen. The only trace of their having 
been there was found in the scattered bones of rats 
and mice ; the hard shells of beetles and roaches, their 
legs and wings, and the husks of eggs, — all of whioh 
had been devoured. The ants were all gone, and the 
house was left perfectly free from vermin. This was 
a blessing indeed. Those little creatures had come as 
missionaries of purity and cleanliness. And they had 
fulfilled their mission well. But if they had not been 
united together, what could they have done 1 

And so it is with us. Whether in the nation, in 
the Church, in the Sunday school, or in the family, it 
is a great blessing to be united. We can keep off a 
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great many evils from ourselves, and do good to 
others in many ways, if we are iiniteS, which we 
never can do when separated. Let us learn from the 
ant a lesson of union. And let us do all we can to 
promote union, — union in our country, union in our 
Church, union in our school, union in our families. 
There is strength in union ; there is safety in union ; 
there is blessing^in union. 

But we " go to the ant " again ; and the fourth lea- 
son we learn from her is, a lesson q/" kindness. 

Although they have so much to do, and work so 
hard, they seem to be a very happy set of little 
creatures. Sometimes they have a little holiday, or 
recess time, together, and then they may be seen hav- 
ing nice fun with each other. Their favourite 
amusement at such times is in wrestling and racing 
matches. And those who have spent much time in 
watching them, say it is very amusing to notice their 
difiTerenfc tricks and pranks. A gentleman says he 
observed one species of ants who at such times are 
very fond of carrying one another on their backs, very 
much after the manner that boys call pig-a-ba^. The 
ant to be carried will throw his front legs round the 
neck of the one that carries him, and cling to the 
other part of the body with his hind legs, and so 
hold on while he gets his ride, after the style of the 
celebrated John Gilpin, of whom the poet Cowpor 
wrote so humorously. When they get through 
their rides they let each other down very gently. 
Boys and girls might learn a lesson in gentleness from 
seeing the ants at play. 
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There seems to be nothing like selfishness among 
ants. If one of their number has a heavier burden 
to carry than he can get along with, another will 
come and help him. They act faithfully up to that 
good Bible rule which tells us to " bear one another's 
burdens." If one of them is in trouble or distress, it 
excites the sympathy of the others, and they do all 
they can to help and comfort him. A gentleman 
who was watching some ants one day, took a pair of 
scissors and cut off one of the antennce, or feelers, of 
a little fellow. It seemed to give him a good deal of 
distress and pain. Presently some of his companions 
came up to him, and evidently pitying his distress, 
seemed to be trying to comfort him, and they actually 
anointed the wounded limb with some transparent 
fluid from their mouths. 

Sometimes, when one of their labourers is accident- 
ally wounded at his work, he is taken to one of their 
rooms, which is used as a kind of a hospital, where he 
is taken care of till he gets well again. But if they 
And he can't be cured, and isn't likely to be useful 
any more, they take no more care of him, but throw 
his body out among the rubbish of their settlement. 

"When the young ones are being fed, the nurses 
al'ways attend to the smallest of them first ; and the 
older ones never touch the food, but keep quiet and 
still, until their littler brothers have been fed and are 
satisfied. Here they set a very good example, and 
one worthy of being followed by the young in all our 
families. 

If one of their companions is threatened with an 
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attack, the others will all join together for his de- 
fence. 

They are all tlie time trying to promote each 
other's welfare. Tliose who go abroad bring food 
home for tliase who are building their houses or tak- 
ing care of their young. And if one of then^ in 
going about, happens to find a lot of nice provisions, 
he 8campei*s biick as fast as he can to tell his friends 
at home about it, and to show them the way to it 

A lady once had a pot of molasses, which she found 
infested by ants. She tried various ways to keep 
them from getting at it, but all in vain. At last she 
fastened a cord round the vessel which held it, and 
let it hang down from a hook in the ceiling. Now it 
happened that there was just one single ant left upon 
that vessel. The lady thought she had swept them 
all off before she hung it up ; but this little fellow 
had escaped her notice. When he found himself 
alone with that ocean of sweetness, he ate as much as 
he wanted. Then he mounted the rope ; he climbed 
up it to the ceiling; he crossed the ceiling; he 
marched down the wall, and made straight tracks for 
home. As soon as he arrived he told his friends he 
had found the molasses, and was ready to show them 
the way. Directly a great company of them were 
ready to follow him. They formed in a line of march. 
He headed the line, and led them down that cord into 
the " happy valley " at the foot of it. At once they 
attacked the molasses. Each one took a load and 
started for home. Pretty soon there were two lines 
of ants to be seen along that cord — one was going up, 
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full; the other was coming down, empty. T^ey 
never stopped till they had left that vessel perfectly 
dean of molasses. And when the good lady came to 
take down her molasses, behold — it loasn^t there t 

Of course, ants never heard the eighth command- 
ment. They know nothing about stealing. It is 
perfectly right for them to lay their hands on every- 
thing they find that suits them. And these things 
that I have mentioned show that they are I'eal noble 
little fellows. They are polite and kind, full of 
tenderness and sympathy. They are always ready to 
help and comfort one another. They have no selfish- 
ness, but are ready at once to share all the good 
things they get with others. These are excellent 
qualities. And if we imitate the ants in these things, 
we shall be kind to the poor and needy. And when 
we have learned to love Jesus, and find how happy 
it makes us to serve him, we shall want to send the 
gospel to those who are without it. Like the littlo 
New Zealand girl in England, who, when she became 
a Christian, wanted to go back to her own country 
and tell her friends about Jesus, we shall be ready 
to say : " Do you think we can keep the good news 
to ourselves 1 " We learn from the ants a lesson of 
kindness. 

We "go to the ant" once more, and the fifth amd 
last lesson we lea/m/rom her is a lesson of prudence. 

The word "prudence" is made up of two Latin 
words, the meaning of which is looking ahead, or seeing 
before. You know what a telescope is — it is an in- 
strument to help us to see things that are far off in 
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regard to distance. The word ''telescope'' means seeing 
at a distance, or seeing through a distance. Now, if 
we could have a similar instrument to enable us to 
see things that are far off in regard to time, that 
would be a great invention. We might call it a 
chronoscope. That would mean an instrument for 
looking through time. Then, at the beginning of the 
year, we could just take a peep through our chrono- 
scope and tell in a minute all that was going to 
happen during the year: we should know when it 
was going to rain, and when the weather would be 
fine ; we should know who was going to be sick, and 
who to be well ; who was going to live, and who to 
die. But that would be knowing more than would 
be good for us. God might have given us such an 
instrument if he had thought best. But it wasn't 
best, and so he has not given it to us. To take the 
place of it, however, he has given us what we call 
prudence. This means the power to think about the 
future, and make preparation for ifc. And this 
prvdeTice the ants have in a remarkable degree. I 
don't mean to say that the ants think and reason as 
we do ; but still they act as though they did. God 
teaches them what to do without thinking, just as he 
does the birds, and the bees, and the beavers. And 
this power in animals, which enables them to know 
how to work and get their living, we call instinct. 
Kobody knows what instinct is ; only it is that which 
enables animals to do, without thinking or learning, 
what we do by learning and thinking. 

Solomon says, in the verses just after our text, that 



THE AKT AND THE GRASSHOPPER. 75 

the ant, ''having no guide, overseer, or ruler, yet 
provideth her meat in the summer, and gathereth her 
food in the harvest." It used to be thought that the 
ants lived all through the winter on the food which 
they laid up in the summer. But in our climate, 
when the cold weather comes, the ants remain in a 
torpid condition, as if asleep, and don't need anything 
to eat. But it was different in a warm country like 
that in which Solomon lived. There the winters are 
not so cold as to put the ants to sleep, or make them 
torpid; but then they have long rainy seasons too, 
in which ants can't go out to gather food. During 
those seasons they live on the food which they have 
laid up during summer time and harvest. And thus 
it is they teach us a lesson of prudence. 

There is a fable told of the ant and the grasshopper. 
A poor grasshopper, who had outlived the summer, 
and was ready to perish with cold and hunger, hap- 
pened to come near to a settlement of ants, who were 
living happily in their well-stored home. He humbly 
begged them to spare him a morsel of food from their 
plentiful stores. One of the ants asked him what he 
had been doing all summer, and how it happened 
that he had not laid up a stock of food as they had 
done. " Alas I gentlemen," said the poor, starving 
grasshopper, ''I passed the time merrily and plea* 
santly in drinking, singing, and dancing, and never 
once thought of winter." 

''If that be the case," said the ant, "all I have 
to say is, — that they who drink, sing, and dance in 
summer, must sta/rve in winter." 
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We ahoidd follow the exmnple of the cmts while we 
a/re young , by prepaHng for the futv/re of the present 
life. It is our summer, our harvesirtime, while we 
are young. This is the time for us to get ready for 
what is before us, when we become men and women. 
We should be diligent in learning all we can, and 
storing our minds with useful knowledge. This will 
help to make us useful and happy when we grow up. 
But if, like the grasshopper in summer, we are idle 
and careless, and think of nothing but fun and frolic, 
we shall be ignorant and good for nothing when we 
grow up. Oh ! then, my dear children, learn well 
from the ant this lesson of prudence. Form good 
habits now. Be industrious, be persevering. Learn 
all you can now; and then, when you go out into the 
world, you will be ready to do your duty welL You 
will be loved and honoured by all who know you. 

BiU we should follow the example of the ants also in 
prepa/ring for the life to come. That life will never end. 
This life is the harvest-time which God has given us 
in which to make preparation for that life. I spoke 
a little while ago about a chronoscope, an instrument 
for looking into the future with, and finding out what 
we should do to make us ready for it. We have such 
an instrument. The Bible is our chronoscope for 
eternity. "We can look through this and see just what 
we want to make us happy after death. It shows us 
that we must have our sins pardoned and our hearts 
changed — we must love and serve Jesus. Then all 
that we do for liim will be like food prepared, or 
money laid up, for us in heaven. Eternity is like a 
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long winter. Those who do not love and serve Jesus, 
are going on to meet it without any preparation. 

There was once a rich nobleman who kept a fool. 
This was a person whose office it was to do and saj 
funny things, so as to make those about him laugh 
and be merry. The nobleman gave the fool a staff 
as a sign of his office, telling him to keep it till he 
found some one who was a greater fool than him- 
self. Not many years after, the nobleman was 
taken sick, and was going to die. The fool went to 
see him. 

" I must shortly leave you," said the nobleman. 

" And whither art thou going 1 '' 

" Into the other world," said his lordship. 

"And when will you return again 1 within a 
month ] " 

" No." 

" Within a year 1 " 

" No." 

" When, then 1 " 

" Never." 

" Never," said the fool ; " and what preparation 
and provision hast thou made for so long a journey, 
and for being happy there 1 "* 

" None at all," said the nobleman. 

" Here, then, take my staff," said the fool ; " for 
with all my nonsense I am not guilty of such folly as 
this." 

To be going into eternity without preparation, is 
the greatest of all folly. 

We have learned ^6 lessons from the ant. These 
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are : a lesson of indvstry, a lesson of perseverance, a 
lesson of union, a lesson ofJdndn.ess, and a lesson of 
prudence. Now let us all pray God to give us grace 
to go and practise these lessons. 

There is a beautiful collect in the Prayer-Book — 
the collect for the First Sunday after the Epiphany 
— in which we are taught to pray " that we may both 
perceive and know what things we ought to do, and 
also may have grace and power faithfully to fulfil the 
same.'' Let this be our prayer, and then we shall be 
able with good effect to " go to the ant, to consider 
her ways, and be wise ! " 





%}xt JBittiistb ot ^atoing ^ghteousnefis. 

"TobimtbiitHiiieUiTlgliteoiinietiihiaibeininnward.'' 

fUPPOSE it is early apring. We are in the 
country, going by a newly-ploughed field. 
There we see a man walking deliberately 
over the field ; he has a bag under hie turn, 
festened across his shoulders. As he walks 
on he keeps putting his hand in the bag ; he takes it 
out All! of something, which he scatters arouad him 
onthegroimd. What ia he doing! He is sowing seed. 
Perhaps it is wheat, — early spring wheat. It may be 
lye, or very pc«8ibly it may bo oats, that he is sow- 
ing. We know it Is some kind of grain. This is a 
very common thing in the country. You may always 
see it done there in the autumn and in the spring. 
Almost every farmer has more or less to do in sowing 
grain. But did you ever hear of a farmer sowing 
righteoutneta in his field) It sounds very strange to 



80 WHAT IS RIGHTEOUSNESS 1 

talk about sowing righteousness. We understand 
what it means to sow flower-seeds in our gardens, or 
grain in our fields ; but to talk about sowing righte- 
ousness is not quite so plain. Kow, before we go an, 
let us see if we can find out what righteousness 
means. 

In the Bible, a righteous person is one who loves 
and serves God — that is, one who is a true Christian. 
And when people become true Christians themselves, 
they want to do all they can to try and make other 
people Christians. And all the good things that such 
people do in this way the Bible calls righteousness. 
Sowing, in the text, means doing, EighteousviesSy in 
the text, means kind acts — good works of any kind — 
that Christian people do out of love to Jesus, and 
from a desire to make others love him. And thus 
we find out that " sowing righteousness " means doing 
good. Suppose we should put these two words instead 
of the others in our text, then it would read in this 
way: "To him that doeth good shall be a sure re- 
ward." The minister of the gospel is sowing righte- 
ousness, or doing good, when he preaches the gospel 
of Jesus to his fellow-men. The Sunday-school 
teacher is sowing righteousness, or doing good, when 
he sits down with his class to explain the Bible to 
them, and try to show them the way to heaven. The 
tract distributer is sowing righteousness, or doing 
good, who carries his little books, like leaves from 
the tree of life, and puts them in the hands or the 
homes of those who are forgetting God and breaking 
his laws. John Howard was sowing righteousness, 

(5(») 




T doing good, when he went through the principal 
itieB of Europe, like an angel of mercy, trying to 



82 A SURE REWARD. 

improve the condition of the poor, ^^etched prisoners, 
and to have them comfortably fed and clothed and. 
taken care of. John "Williams, the martyT-mission- 
ary of Erromanga, was sowing righteousness, or doing 
good, when he built that little schooner, the Mesaefnger 
of Peace, in order that he might sail to other heathen 
islands and tell the poor ignorant people there the 
way to heaven. Christian men or women. Christian 
boys or girls, who visit the poor and the sick in their 
affliction, who feed the hungry, and clothe the naked, 
and try to comfort those who are in distress and 
trouble, are sowing righteousness, or doing good. 
Sunday-school teachers and scholars who work with 
their own hands, or save from their own earnings, 
that they may make an offering to God in order to 
spread the gospel abroad, and bless both the souls 
and bodies of men, are sowing righteousness, or doing 
good. Remember, then, that sowing righteousness 
means doing good ; and " to him that soweth righte- 
ousness shall be a sure reward.*' 

Some years ago I preached a number of sermons 
about the heat things. If we were on that course still 
we might put this sermon among them, and call it 
the heat seed, or the heat aowing. Eighteotianeaa ia the 
heat aeed in the world to aow. 

I want to give you three reaaona why it is so. 

Righteousness is the best seed to sow, in the firat 
'place, hecauae o/'the size of the field in which thia 
aowing may he carried on. 

The field in which this work is carried on is very 
large. Suppose we should visit some of the farms in 
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the adjoining country, in order to find out the general 
aize of the fields in which the farmers sow their grain. 
If we should see a field about as large as the whole 
of Washington Square, we should think that a pretty 
good-sized field. Yet that would only contain about 
two or three acres. Perhaps some of the largest 
fields we should see would contain ten or twelve 
acres ; such a field would be four or five times as large 
as Washington Square. Out in our western states 
there are corn-fields containing as many as five or six 
hundred or a thousand acres of land. But still, how- 
ever large these grain- fields are, they are nothing 
when compared with the field in which righteousness 
is sown. When Jesus was telling his disciples the size 
of it, he said, " The field is the worlds This makes 
a very large field. I cannot begin to tell you how 
many acres there are in this field. Hundreds, thou- 
sands, millions of acres, compared to the whole of 
this field, would only be like a drop of water com- 
pared to all that is in the ocean. 

If you wish to sow wheat, or rye, or barley, you 
must go to some particular spot, to some field that 
has been ploughed and prepared for the grain. But 
if you want to sow righteousness, to do good to men, 
the field is lying round you wherever you go. You 
can sow righteousness everywhere. I can't sow wheat 
in this pulpit; but I can sow righteousness here. 
The teachers of your Sunday school can't sow wheat 
in their school, as they sit with their classes; but 
they can sow righteousness there. You can't sow 
wheat at home while studying your lessons, or at- 
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tending to the duties you have to perform ; but joa 
can sow righteousness there. When you are on your 
way to school, or playing with your companions dur- 
ing recess, you can't be sowing wheat there ; but you 
may be sowing righteousness. If you go through 
some of the lanes and alleys of our city, and visit the 
poor and the sick in their garrets or ceUars, those 
are no places to sow wheat in ; but ah ! they are 
grand places in which to sow righteousness. Here 
is a vessel at sea. She is on her way round Cape 
Horn, bound to California. The crew and passengers 
together make a large company of people. They 
expect to be at sea for weeks and months. The cap- 
tain of that vessel can't sow wheat, or rye, or any 
such like seed while he is at sea ; but if he is a Chris- 
tian man, he can be sowing righteousness all through 
the voyage. 

You know what sort of a country Greenland is. It 
lies far up towards the North Pole. It is one of the 
coldest countries in the world. There are huge 
moimtains of ice that never melt, and vast tracts of 
snow, hundreds of miles in extent, that never dis- 
appear. Greenland is no place to sow wheat or rye 
in. If hundreds of bushels were sown, not a single 
grain would ever grow. But the Moravian mission- 
aries have been there for years, sowing righteousness ; 
and what they have sown has taken root, has sprung 
up, and grown, and yielded abundant fruit. 

You know, too, what sort of a country Africa is. 
In some parts it is very fertile and beautiful; in 
other parts it is very barren. There are great sandy 
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deeertfl, irhere no -water is found. The sun bUzn 
down upon them with & dreadful, scorching heat. 




Nothing can grow there. Those burning deaerta are 
not the place in which to bow grain, and expect it to 
grow. But we can sow rigbteousnesa even there ; we 
can do good in the name of Jesus, and the seed will 
grow and yield fruit. You know that people travel 
over those deserts on camela, and go in great com- 
panies called caravans. Some time Bince, one of these 
caravans was going across an African desert. When 
&ey halted for the night, one of the company, who 
lived in those parts, was taken suddenly ill. It was 
Boon seen that he was going to die. An English 
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missionary, in the caravan, went to the side of the 
sick man before he died. He had only time to speak 
a few words to him. 

" Are you afraid to die, my friend 1 " asked he. 

" No, sir," said the dying man. 

" What is your hope ] " asked the missionary. 

" Jesus," was his whispered reply, as he sank back 
and expired. The missionary saw something in the 
closed hand of the dead man. He opened it, and 
found there a torn piece of a leaf of the New Testa- 
ment, on which these words were printed: "The 
blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth from all sin." 
Somebody had been sowing righteousness in this 
man's path. Here was a single grain of the good 
seed which had taken root. The fruit of that one 
grain was the saving of a precious soul. 

The field for sowing righteousness is so large that 
you never can get out of it. Wherever you go, you 
are in it still. Wherever you stay, it is all around you. 
At church or at school — at home or in the street — ^in 
the city or in the country — on land or on the sea — 
in Europe, in Asia, in Africa, in America, in the islands 
of the sea, wherever you are placed, in any part of this 
round earth, the field is always about you. And I 
think you will admit that righteousness is the best 
seed to sow, becatise of the size qfthejleld. 

JSiU, secondly, righteousness is the best seed to sow, 
becatise of the number and kind of sowers. 

None but farmers sow grain in the earth; and 
farmers make but a small part of a nation. Only 
a few persons therefore can be sowers of grain, but 
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there is no end to the number of persons who may be 
sowers of righteousness. All the people in the world 
may engage in this work, if they will become Chris- 
tians, and learn to love Jesus. 

And then farmers are only one class of men ; but 
aU classes of persons may be sowers of righteous- 
ness. 

We don't allow our females to go out into the 
fields and sow grain ; but we allow them all to go out 
wherever they please and sow righteousness. And 
there are a great many more of this kind of sowers 
among the females than among the males. Our 
mothers and sisteit} and aunts are generally much 
more busily engaged in sowing righteousness than our 
fathers and brothers and uncles are. It ought not to 
be so, but so it is. 

We don't allow our young children to go out into 
the fields and sow grain. It is not proper work for 
them. They ai'e not big enough or strong enough to 
do it. But sowing righteousness is proper work for 
children to engage in ; even very little children may 
engage in this work. 

A little pet child, about six years old, began to go 
to Sunday school two years ago. He had not been 
going long befoi*e he learned three important lessons. 
They took strong hold of his mind. These were the 
three lessons : — 

That Crod made him. 

That Clod was good. 

That he ought to love God and pray to him. 

One Sunday afternoon he came home from school. 
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He climbed up into his father's lap and began to ask 
him questions. 

" Papa," said he, " who made you 1 " 

" God made me, my son." 

" Who made ma ] " 

" Grod made ma ; he made everything." 

"Papa, I love Grod for making me; do you love 
God too for making you 1" 

"Yes," said his father, before he knew what he 
was saying. But he was not a Christian ; he did 
not love God. His conscience troubled him for telling 
a lie to his little boy. He began to think of his sins. 
He soon became a Christian and joined the Church, 
together with his wife. Soon after this, little Oscar 
— this was his name — was taken sick. God sent his 
angel for him. " Papa," said he, " I'm going to die. 
I shall soon see God." He was sent into the world 
to be a little sower of righteousness. He sowed the 
seed of righteousness in the heart of his father and 
his mother, and then God took him home to heaven. 

If you were a poor sick cripple, confined, all the 
time, to your bed, you could not go out into the fields 
and sow grain ; but you might be sowing righteous- 
ness all the time. 

There is a poor coloured woman living down Tenth 
Street. Her name is Hannah Carson. She has not 
a cent in the world of her own. She depends entirely 
on charity for her support. For fifteen years she has 
never lifted her hand to her head. If you go in to see 
her, she can't shake hands with you. She is not able 
to move a single joint of her body. She could no 
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more go out into the field and scatter a handful of 
grain there than she could fly. But she is sowing 
righteousness all the time. She never murmurs or 
complains. She loves Jesus, and he gives her grace 
to be always resigned, cheerful, and happy. By her 
example she is preaching powerful sermons to all 
who see her. Thus she is sowing righteousness. 

I was reading lately of a poor woman who made 
her living by selling apples in the market. This 
woman had a little daughter. The child of a poor 
apple-woman, what could she do ? In sowing seed for 
the farmer, she could do nothing. But in sowing 
righteousness, we shall see directly what she could do. 
She was taken to a Sunday school. There she be- 
came a Christian. Then, like a little missionary, she 
persuaded two other poor little girls to attend the 
same school with her. They both learned to love the 
Saviour, and became devoted Christians. When these 
girls grew up to the age of fifteen or sixteen years, 
they were removed to another part of the country, 
where there were no Sabbath schools, and where no- 
body tried to teach the children about Jesus and 
•heaven. They soon started a Sunday school there. 
It grew and prospered, and did so much good that 
\)y-and-by another was started, and then another. 
.And so it went on, till eleven Sunday schools were 
^established in that part of the country ; and all the 
good that was done by these eleven schools could be 
traced back to the eflbrts of the poor little daughter 
of the apple -woman 1 Surely all must admit that 
righteousness is the best kind of seed to sow. 
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One day, some years ago, a little girl, about eight 
years old, was sitting on the grass in front of her 
father's cottage in Prussia. Her father was a common 
labourer. They were very poor, and the little girl 
was very, meanly dressed ; but she was a little Chris- 
tian. She loved Jesus, and it made her very happy 
to think about him, and sing sweet hymns in his 
praise. This was just what she was doing at the 
time of which I am speaking. She was singing about 
Jesus, and her eyes were filled with tears. While 

she was singing, Count P , a nobleman who lived 

in that neighbourhood, was passing by. He was 
very rich, and indulged in all kinds of wicked plea- 
sures. He was an infidel, too, and was very fond of 
making a mock of religion and religious persons. He 
heard the little girl's sweet voice as she was singing. 
He saw her happy-looking face, and yet her eyes 
filled with tears, and he stopped a moment to talk 
with her. 

"Why do you weep, my little girl?" asked the 
count. " Are you ' sick ] " 

" No, sir," she replied; " but I am so happy ! " 
" How can you weep if you are happy ? " asked the 
count, with surprise. 

" Because I love the Lord Jesus Christ so much." 
" Why do you love him so much ? He has been 
dead a long time. He can do you no good." 

" Oh no, sir, he is not dead ; he lives in heaven." 
"Well, suppose he does, what benefit is that to 
you 1 K he could help you, he would give money to 
your mother, that she might buy you better clothes." 
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''I don't wish for money; but the Lord Jesus 
Christ will take me one day to himself in heaven." 

" Pooh, nonsense I " said the count. " Your grand- 
mother, or some such foolish person, has told you 
this." 

" No, sir, it's not nonsense," cried the child, " but 
it's true. I know it's true, and it makes me glad." 

The count turned and went away; but he could 
not forget what he had seen and heard. The happy 
face of that sweet child, with her bright eyes filled 
with tears, seemed to be before his mind all the 
time. And her earnest words — ''It's true, and it 
makes me glad"— were ringing in his ears wherever 
he went. He said to himself: '' How strange this is ! 
There's nothing in infidelity to make a poor child like 
this so glad. There must be something in religion 
that I don't understand." Then he would try to 
banish these thoughts from his mind. But he found 
it impossible ; and after a long and hard struggle he 
gave up his infidelity, and became an earnest and 
devoted Christian. 

And so I might go on by the hour giving you 
illustrations to show how people without number, and 
in all conditions of life, may become sowers of right- 
eousness. "Kings on their thrones, and beggars by the 
wayside; princes in their palaces, and peasants in 
their huts ; soldiers in the army, and sailors on the 
sea ; learned men and unlearned men ; rich men and 
poor men ; old men and little children ; mothers and 
daughters ; all sorts and kinds of people, when they 
learn to love Jesus, may engage in this good work of 
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sowing righteousness. It is the best seed to sow, be- 
cause of the number cmd kind of sowers. 

And then the third reason why righteousness is i^ 
best seed in the world to sow is, because of the cer- 
tainty OP the reward. 

When a £armer sows his field with grain, he hopes 
for his reward in a good harvest. GeneraUy he gets 
it, but he cannot be quite sv/re about it. The frost 
may come and destroy his grain ; or there may be no 
rain, and the drought may kill it ; or the insects may 
come and spoil his crops; or he may have a good 
harvest, and gather the ripened grain into his bam, 
and then the lightning may set fire to it and bum it 
all up. If a man sows wheat in his field, he cannot 
quote the text in reference to it and say : " To him that 
Boweth wheat shall be a sure harvest." 

It is only when we are engaged in sowing right- 
eousness that we can look with certavrUy for the 
reward. The reward of sowing righteousness is made 
up ofpleasu/re smd profit. 

Part of the reward here is made up of pleasura 
This is sure. Let me tell you a story to show you 
how this is. 

Joe Benton lived in the country. Not far from 
his father's house was a large pond. His cousin 
Herbert had given him a beautiful boat, elegantly 
rigged with mast and sails, all ready to go to sea on 
the pond. Joe had formed a sailing company among 
his schoolmates. They had elected him captain. The 
boat was snugly stowed away in a little cave near the 
pond. At three o'clock on Saturday afternoon the 
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boys were to meet and launch the boat. On the 
morning of this day Joe rose bright and early. It 
was a lovely morning. Joe was in fine spirits. He 
chuckled with delight when he thought of the after- 
noon. " Glorious ! " said he to himself, as he finished 
dressing. " Now, IVe just time to run down to the 
pond before breakfast and see that the boat is all 
right. Then I'll hurry home and learn my lessons for 
Monday, so as to be ready for the afternoon, /or the 
captain must be vp to time" 

Away he went, scampering towards the cave where 
the boat had been left ready for the launch. As he 
drew near he saw signs of mischief, and felt uneasy. 
The big stone before the cave had been rolled away. 
The moment he looked within he burst into a loud 
cry. There was the beautiful boat which his cousin 
had given him, with its masts and sails all broken to 
pieces, and a large hole bored in the bottom. 

Joe stood for a moment motionless with grief and 
surprise; then, with his face aU red with anger, he 
exclaimed : " I know who did it, —the mean scamp ! 
It was Fritz Brown; and he was mad because I 
didn't ask him to come to the launch. But I'll pay 
him up for this caper; see if I don't ! " Then he 
pushed back the ruined boat into the cove, and hurry- 
ing on some way down the road, he fastened a string 
aoross the footpath, a few inches from the ground, and 
carefully hid himself in the bushes. 

Presently a step was heard, and Joe eagerly peeped 
out. He expected to see Fritz coming along, but 
instead of that it was his cousin Herbert. He was 
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the last person Joe cared to see just then, so he un* 
fastened the string and lay qniet, hoping that he 
would not see him. But Herbert's quick eye soon 
caught sight of him; and Joe had to tell him all that 
had happened, and wound up by saying: " But never 
mind ; I mean to make him smart for it." 

"Well, what do you mean to do, Joe?" asked 
Herbert. 

" Why, you see, Fritz carries a basket of ^gs to 
market every morning, and I mean to trip him over 
this string, and smash 'em all." 

Joe knew that this was not a right feeling, and 
expected to get a sharp lecture from his cousin. But, 
to his surprise, he only said, in a quiet way,- 

"Well, I think Fritz does deserve some punish- 
ment; but this string is an old trick; I can tell you 
something better than that." 

" What?" cried Joe eagerly. 

" How would you like to put a few coals of fire 
on his head?" 

"What! hum himf asked Joe doubtftdly. His 
cousin nodded his head with a queer smile. Joe 
clapped his hands. "Bravo!" said he, "that's just 
the thing. Cousin Herbert. You see, his hair is so 
thick, he wouldn't get burnt much before he'd have 
time to shake 'em off; but I'd just like to see him 
jump once. Now, tell me how to do it — quick !" 

" * If thine enemy hunger, feed him ; if he thirst, 
give him drink; for in so doing thou shalt heap 
coaJs of fire on his head. Be not overcome of evil, 
but overcome evil with good.' There," said Herbert^ 
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'^tliat's Ckxl's way of doing it; and I think that's the 
best kind of punishment that Fritz could have/' 

You should have seen how long Joe's face grew 
while Herbert was speaking. " Now, I do say, 
Cousin Herbert," added Joe, " that's a real take in. 
Why, it's no punishment at all." 

" Try it once," said Herbert. " Treat Fritz kindly, 
and I am certain that he will feel so ashamed and 
nnhappy, that kicking or beating him would be like 
fun in comparison." 

Joe was not really a bad boy, but he was now in 
a very ill temper, and he said sullenly : " But you've 
told me a story, Cousin Herbert. You said this 
kind of coals would hurriy and they don't at all." 

"You're mistaken about that," said Herbert. 
" I've known such coals bum up malice, envy, ill- 
feeling, and a great deal of rubbish, and then leave 
dome cold hearts feeling as warm and pleasant as 
possible." 

Joe drew a long sigh. " Well, tell me a good coal 
to put on Fritz's head, and I'll see about it." 

"You know," said Herbert, "that Fritz is very 
poor, and can seldom buy himself a book, although 
he is very fond of reading; but you have quite a 
library. Now, suppose — ^but no, I won't suppose 
anything about it. Just think over the matter, and 
find your own coal. But be sure to kindle it with 
love, for no other fire bums like that." Then Herbert 
sprang over the fence, and went whistling away. 

Before Joe had time to collect his thoughts, he 
sa^v Fritz coming down the lane caiTying a basket 
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of eggs in one hand and a pail of milk in the other. 
For a moment the thought crossed Joe's mind: 
"What a grand smash it would have been if Fritz 
had fallen over the string ! " but he drove it away in 
an instant, and was glad enough that the string was 
put away in his pocket. Fritz started and looked 
very uncomfortable when he first caught sight of 
Joe; but the good fellow began at once with, " Fiitz, 
do you have much time to read now ] " 

"Sometimes," said Fritz, "when I've driven the 
cows home and done all my chores, I have a little 
piece of daylight left; but the trouble is, I've read 
every book I can get hold of." 

" How would you Hke to take my new book of 
travels?" 

Fritz's eyes faii'ly danced. "Oh, may II may II 
I'd be so careful of it." 

"Yes," answered Joe; "and perhaps I've some 
others you'd like to read. And, Fritz," he added, a 
little slyly, " I would ask you to come and help to 
sail my new boat this afternoon ; but some one has 
gone and broken the masts, and torn up the sails, 
and made a great hole in the bottom. Who do you 
suppose did it?" 

Fritz's head dropped on his breast; but after a 
moment he looked up with great effort and said: 
"Oh, Joe, I did it; but I can't begin to tell you 
how sorry I am. You didn't know I was so mean 
when you promised me the books, did youl" 

"Well, I rather thought you did it," said Joe 
slowly. 
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"And yet you didn't — " Fritz couldn't get any 
further. He felt as if he would choke. His face 
was as red as a coal. He could stand it no longer, 
so off he walked without saying a word. 

" That coal does bum," said Joe to himself. " I 
know Fritz would rather I had smashed every egg 
in his basket than offered to lend him that book. 
But I feel fine." Joe took two or three somei-saults, 
and went home with a light heart and a grand appe- 
tite for breakfast. 

When the captain and crew of the little vessel met 
at the appointed hour, they found Fritz there before 
them, eagerly trying to repair the injuries; and as 
soon as he saw Joe, he h untied to present him with a 
beautiful flag, which he had bought for the boat with 
a part of his egg-money. The boat was repaired and 
launched, and made a grand trip; and everything 
turned out as Cousin Herbert had said, for Joe's 
heart was so warm and full of kind thoughts, that 
he never was more happy in his life. And Joe 
found out afterwards, that the more he used of this 
curious kind of coal, the larger supply hei had on 
hand,— kind thoughts, kind words, and kind actions. 
" I declare. Cousin Herbert," said he, with a queer 
twinkle in his eye, " I think / sliaU have to set up a 
coal^a/rd." 

I should be glad to have all of you, my young 
friends, engage in this branch of the coal business. 
If every family would be careful to keep a supply of 
Joe Benton's coals on hand, and make a good use of 
them, how happy they would be. Joe was sowing 

(589) 7 
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righteousness when he put that coal on Fritz's head, 
and he had *' a «ure reward " in the pleasure which it 
yielded him. Fleasv/re is one part of the reward of 
sowing righteousness. This is sure. , 

The other part of the reward is profit. This is 
sure also. Sometimes the profit of sowing righteous- 
ness is found here in this life. 

Some years ago, a gentleman in England died, 
leaving a widow and two sons. They were quite 
well off; but the sons were wild, dissipated young 
men, and they soon spent most of the property left 
them. The mother had a small sum of her own — 
about twenty pounds. To prevent her sons from 
spending it in wickedness, she gave it to a missionary 
society, formed for the suppoi*t of the gospel in India. 
The young men were very angry when they found 
what their mother had done with it. They swore 
dreadfully, and said it might as well have been 
thrown into the sea. " That is what I think," she 
said; "for God says in his Word, *Cast thy bread 
upon the waters, for thou shalt find it after many 
days.' This money may do us all more good byrand- 
by than if we should spend it on ourselves now." In 
giving this money to the Lord, this poor widow was 
sowing righteousness. We shall see directly what 
her reward was. 

When the sons had spent, in their wickedness, all 
the money they could get, they enlisted in the army 
and were ordered to India. 

The regiment to which the eldest son belonged was 
stationed far up the Ganges. But there was an 
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Snglish missionary in that neighbourhood : through 
his influence that son became a Christian. 

His poor mother, lonely and sad, never expected 
to see her sons again when they left her for India; 
but still she kept on praying for them. One day, 
just after she had been engaged in earnest prayer, a 
letter was brought her fix)m India. It was from her 
elder son. It told the joyful news of his conversion; 
of his deep sorrow for his past sins, and his earnest 
desire for his mother's forgiveness. Half unread, 
the letter dropped from her trembling hand, and, 
with tears streaming down her aged cheeks, she ex- 
claimed : " Oh ! my twenty pounds ! my twenty 
pounds ! the Lord be praised for this sure reward ! " 

This converted son soon removed to Fort- William, 
near Calcutta. Here he met his younger brother. 
He induced him to attend the service at the mission, 
and ere long he too became a Christian. 

For a long while the sorrowing mother had re- 
ceived no tidings from this younger son. She knew 
not whether he was dead or alive. For days, and 
weeks, and months, she had hoped and longed for 
news from him; but in vain. At length a large 
package came to hand. It brought her help and 
comfort in her poverty in the shape of money ; but, 
better than that, it told her of the happy death of 
her oldest son, and that her youngest son was now a 
rejoicing Christian, through the preaching of a mis- 
sionary. "Ah!" she exclaimed in her deep glad- 
ness, " what a faithful God I have trusted in ! My 
twenty pounds again ! Oh, what a sure reward !" 
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But this was not all. That younger son left the 
army and became a minister. His old mother heard 
of it with unspeakable joy. But she was now totter- 
ing on the borders of the grave, and never expected 
to see her darling boy again in this world. She was 
waiting every day for death, the messenger Jesus 
sends to call his people home. Little did she think 
of the joy which was awaiting her before she went 
home. Without her knowledge, her youngest sou 
had resolved to return to England. It was the close 
of a bright day in summer. The sun had just gone 
down. The old family Bible was opened on the 
stand. She was about to read her evening portion. 
As she leaned a moment on her old oaken arm-chair, 
thei-e was a gentle tap at the door. Before she 
could answer it, it was opened, a genteel-looking 
man, dressed like a clergyman, rushed in. He threw 
his strong arms round her, and exclaimed : " My 
mother ! Oh, my mother !" She clung round his 
neck, and wept her full heart out on his bosom. 
Then they sat down together, and talked over all 
God's wonderful dealings with them since they had 
been parted. 

Once more the dear old mother exclaimed : " Those 
twenty pounds ! those twenty pounds ! Oh ! what a 
reward the Lord has given me for them." 

She was sowing righteousness when she gave them 
to the Lord; and to her there was a sure reward. 
She had her reward here in this life. 

But those who sow righteousness will get the best 
pai-t of their reward in heaven. Nobody has ever 
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come back to tell us what that reward is. But I 
want to tell you how it ap^x^ared to a little boy who 
was just going there. His name was Eddy. He 
had learned to love Jesus, and had been tiying to 
sow righteousness, and now he was going to get his 
reward. He lay upon his dying bed. He had been 
' suffering from pain and fever for days, but now his 
sufferings were almost over. Nothing was heard in 
that chamber but the sound of his faint breathing, 
and the sobs of his sorrowing parents and friends 
who had gathered round his bed. He had been silent 
for some time, and appeared to sleep. They thought 
that perhaps he would pass away in sleep ; but sud- 
denly his blue eyes opened wide and clear, and a 
sweet smile played over his face. He looked 
earnestly upwards, and then turning to his mother, 
he asked, — 

"Mother, what is that beautiful country I see 
beyond the mountains — the high mountains V* 

"I don't see them, Eddy dear," said his mother. 
" There are no mountains in sight of our house." 

" Look there, dear mother," said the child, point- 
ing upwards; "yonder are the mountains. Don't 
you see them now ? " His mother shook her head. 
" They are near me now," said he ; " so large and 
high, and behind them the country looks so beauti- 
ful, and the people are so happy. Tliere are no sick 
children there. Papa, can't you see behind the 
mountains? Tell me the name of that beautiful 
country." 

His parents looked at each other, and said, — - 



"The land yow 
JesuB dwells'." 



it's heateit — it's heatew I " 

heaven, dear Eddy, when 




" Tea," said he, " it's heaven — it'a heavea ! Oh, 
; me ga But how shall I get across those dark 
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mountains ? Father, won't you carry me 1 They are 
beckoning me from the other side, and \ must go." 

There was not a dry eye in that chamber. All 
there felt as if they were just on the borders of 
heaven. It seemed as if the curtains were drawn 
aside, that they might look in upon its glories. 

" Mother— father, don't cry," said Eddy; "but 
come with me across the mountains. Oh, come !" 

Then there was silence in that chamber for a 
while. "No one was willing to speak. At last he 
turned to his mother; his face was beaming with 
joy, and, stretching out his Uttle arras for a last 
embrace, he said,-^ 

"Good-bye, mother, I am going; but don't be 
afraid; the angel of Jesus is waiting to carry me 
oter the mountains. Good-bye." 

. These were his last words. There was a " sure 
reward" for him in that beautiful world which he 
saw beyond the mountains. And if we love Jesus 
and sow righteousness, there will be a sure reward 
for us there too. There is a reward of pleasure in 
sowing righteousness, as Joe Benton found when he 
put that live coal on Fritz's head. There is a re- 
ward of profit in sowing righteousness, — profit in 
this world, as the poor widow foimd when she gave 
her twenty pounds to the missionary society; and 
profit in the world to come, as little Eddy found 
when the angel took him over the mountains to the 
beautiful world beyond. 

Now we have had three reasons why sowing 
righteousness is the best sowing. It is so because 
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of the size of the field; because of the nurribcr cmd 
hind of sow^s; and because of the certainty of the 
reuoard. 

My dear children, pray to Jesus to make you his 
children — to teach you to love him, and to help you 
all to be sowers of righteousness — and then there 
will be a sure reward for you. 






^Iit Siarii Slai!. 

_A^ "' "' "' ""'™°" " " '"' " "' 

■iOW many different ways there are hi tlie 
31'ld for people to walk in ! Some of 
! rough wayx, and others are 
smooth. Some are crooked ways, and 
others are straight. Some are bi'oad, and 
others are narrow. Some are steep, and others ara 
level. Some are pleasant, and othei-a are unpleasant. 
Some are easy ways to walk in, while others are hard. 
Our text tells ua about the hard tnay. Solomon 
Bays ; " The way of transgi-esaora is hard." What 
does the word " transgressor " meani It means liter- 
ally one who vmUcs over. 

Suppose your school should go out into the country 
some fine summer day to have a picnic in the woods. 
It is a beautiful shady pla«e to which you go, with 
a sice, smooth, velvet lawn spread out under the 
branches of the trees. But there is one part of the 
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woods where the ground is low and marshy. At a 
little distance from this spot there have been some 
stakes driven into the ground, with a cord stretched 
along from one to another. When you all get out 
there, before you scatter to ramble through the woiods 
and amuse yourselves, your superintendent speaks a 
few words to the scholars. He tells you that he 
hopes you will have a nice time, and enjoy yourselves 
very much. But there is one special thing he has to 
say. These are his words : " You see those stakes, 
and the line stretched across them. No scholar here 
must cross that line. Under no circumstances what- 
ever must any of you go over that line. This is the 
law for the day. You all hear it; you all imder- 
stand it ; you all promise to mind it. Then you are 
dismissed to play." 

Everything goes on pleasantly for a while. But 
by-and-by several of the boys are playing down by 
the stakes. Presently one of them sees a tree with 
nice apples on it a little distance beyond the for- 
bidden line. " Look at those ripe apples," says he; 
" come on, boys, let's go and get some." 

" No," says one of the other boys; " don't you see 
there's the line which the superintendent said we 
mustn't go over." 

" I should like to know what harm it's going to 
do, just to go over a few steps to get some nice 
apples. Besides, the superintendent won't know 
anything about it." And so over he goes. 

Now, what is that boy when he goes over that 
line 1 He is a transgressor. He walks over the line 
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which he was told not to walk over. So God's laws 
are the lines which he has set up to show us where 
we must not go. When we break those laws, we 
voaXk over God*s lines. That makes us sinners, or 
transgressors; for the apostle says, " Sin is the trans- 
gression of the law" — that means, it is walking over 
the line that God has set up for us. And in our 
text Solomon says that "the way of transgressors" 
(or of those who walk over these lines) " is hard." 

There are three things about the transgressor's way 
•which make it hard. The first of these is, the guide 
he has to follow. 

When we walk in the way of sin or transgression, 
our guide is Satan. You know the Bible tells us of 
all those who do not love and serve God, that Satan 
"worketh or ruleth in their hearts" (Eph. ii. 2), 
and that they are "led captive by him at his will" 
(2 Tim. iL 26). They are in his power. He is their 
guide or leader. So long as they are in the trans- 
gressor's way, they can't get away from him, but are 
obliged to follow him as their guide. And to have 
such a guide must make that way a hard way. Let 
me try to show you how. 

Suppose we were in Switzerland, and wanted to go 
to the top of Mont Blanc. That is a very danger- 
ous mountain to go up. Nobody can get up without 
a guide. The way is very hard to find. In some 
places you have to walk over mountains of ice. At 
times the only path is just like a shelf of ice, not 
broader than your two hands, while at the side is a 
dreadful gulf, or chasm, hundreds of feet deep. Only 
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think of a wall of ice higher than the top of a church 
steeple, and about a foot wide; and then think of 
walking along the top of that wall with no railing on 
one side, and nothing to hold on to on the other. If 
you stumble or slip, down you plunge, and are dashed 
to pieces. Why, it makes the head grow dizzy, and 
the blood run cold, just to think about it. This 
shows you why the tmvellei*s up that mountain need 
a guide. And it isn't any guide you would be will- 
ing to take. You want to be sure that your guide is 
intelligent, or that ho knows the way well himsel£ 
You want to be sui*e that he is honest and faithful, 
so that he won't lead you into any unnecessary dan- 
ger. And you want to be sure that he is strong and 
powerful, so that if you get faint on the way, and 
need assistance, he can help you. Sometimes, in 
going over those dangerous passes, the guide ties a 
rope around the body of the traveller, and then fastens 
it to his own body, so that if the traveller should 
slip he can stop him from falling; and many a one 
has been saved in this way. 

And suppose now that in the valley of Chamouni, 
at the foot of Mont Blanc, from which travellers 
start to go up the mountain, there was a very wicked 
man acting as guide. He is so wicked that he under- 
takes to guide travellers up the mountain on pur- 
pose to destroy them. None who follow his guidance 
ever get safe down again. He either leads them to 
some slippery path, where they are sure to fall; or 
when they reach the middle of one of those high, 
narrow, icy paths, along the edge of a dreadful preci- 
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pice, he gives them a push, and down they go to 
instant destruction. 

Now, if you had to travel along such a mountain- 
path, with such a guide to lead you, I want to know 
if you would not think that that was a hard way to 
travel? Certainly you would. Well, Satan is just 
such a guide. His only object in guiding people is 
to lead them to destruction. Our journey through 
life is like a pathway over a dangerous mountain. We 
must have a guide. There are only two guides to 
choose between, — Jesus is one, Satan is the other. 
If we take Jesus for our guide, he will lead us in 
Wisdom*s ways; and " her ways are ways of pleasant- 
ness, and all her paths are peace." If we take Satan 
for our guide, he will lead us " in the way of trans- 
gressors; " and we shall find that that is a hard way. 

See, there is Judas Iscariot. He was one of the 
twelve apostles chosen by our Saviour, to be with 
him while he was on earth. But, though he was 
with Jesus, he did not take him for his guide. He 
allowed Satan to guide him. Judas was made 
treasurer of the company or society of the Apostles. 
He kept the bag in which their money was put. 
Satan tempted him to steal some of that money. 
This was leading him into a sHppery path. He 
didn't get as much money as he wanted. Then 
Satan put into his mind the horrible thought of 
betraying his Master, and selling him to his enemies 
for thirty pieces of silver, or about fifteen dollars, — 
the price, in those days, of a common slave. Thus 
Satan led Judas to one of those narrow paths along 



A SINGULAR DREAM. Ill 

"the edge of an awful precipice. As soon as he had 
l)etrayed his Master, he tempted him to go and hang 
liimself. When he did this, Satan pushed him off 
from that dangerous path, and plunged him into 
everlasting destruction. And this is what he tries 
to do to all transgressors who follow his guidance. 
" The way of transgressors is hard." 

It is hard, in the first place, because of the guide 
which those who walk in it must follow. 

JhU in the aecond place, " the way of transgressors 
is hardf* because of the recollections which those 
have of it who walk therein. 

Some years ago, there was a good minister in Eng- 
land whose name was Dr. Doddridge. On one occa- 
sion he had a very singular dream. He thought, in 
his dream, that he was taken sick and died. His 
spirit left the body, and soared away towards heaven 
under the guidance of an angel. After a long flight, 
he anived at the gate of the heavenly city. He 
entered. Then the angel introduced him into a very 
beautiful palace, where he was to remain. Here the 
angel left him, telling him he would find enough to 
interest him in those rooms till the Lord of the citv 
came to him. Then he began to look round. The 
walls of the room were covered all over with paint- 
ings, which seemed to be wrought curiously into the 
materials of which the walls were made. On examin- 
ing them closely, he was greatly surprised to find 
that these paintings formed a long series of pictures 
representing the history of his own life on earth. 
All that he had done, all that he had said, or thought. 
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or felt, was here pictured out on the walls of the 
palace in which he was to live for ever. His sins, 
which had been forgiven for Jesus* sake, were not 
introduced ; but every deed of kindness or charity — 
all that he had done *to show his love for Jesus^ or 
his desire to please him — was pointed out there. 

Now, suppose we knew that God was engaged in 
taking photograph pictures of all our thoughts and 
feelings, our words and actions, during our whole 
lives; and suppose we knew that these pictures were 
to be fastened to the walls of the house in which our 
souls are to live for ever, so that they should be 
always before us, and that eveiybody might see them, 
— then how very careful we should be to try and 
always have right thoughts and feelings, and always 
to speak and act in such a way that we should not 
feel ashamed to look ourselves, or to have any one 
else look, at the pictures of what we had been doing, 
or saying, or thinking, or feeling. If we are trying to 
love and serve God, then all the pictures of our life, 
painted on the walls of our heavenly homo, will be 
such as we shall love to look upon. This is one of 
the things which makes Wisdom's way a pleasant 
way. All the recollections we shall have of it here^ 
after will be pleasant recollections. 

But it is very different with " the way of the trans- 
gressor." All the recollections of those who walk in 
this way will be painful. This is one of the things that 
makes this way hard. I might tell you many stories to 
illustrate this part of our sermon, but I will only give 
you one. This, however, I hope you will never forget. 



A HOLIDAY IN THE FIELDS. 113 

Henry Stanley was the son of pious parents. Ho 
was the oldest of a family of four boys, and was of a 
bold and daring disposition. One summer's morning, 
when he was twelve years old, his father came to 
him and said : " Henry, my boy, this is your birth- 
day, and I am going to give you and your brothers a 
holiday this afternoon. You may go into the fields, 
and take one or two of your companions with you." 

The afternoon came, bright and beautiful. Before 
starting, Mr. Stanley said: "Henry, you are older 
than any of your brothers or friends; you must, 
therefore, set them a good example. Don't go 
through Farmer Clarke's field, for there is a danger- 
ous bull there. Go round by the lane. Now mind 
what I 9ayr Mr. Stanley then told Henry to take 
great care of Frank, his youngest brother. Frank 
was a beautiful child, about six years of age, with 
bright dark eyes and rosy cheeks, — the pride and pet 
of the family. At the close of the day the boys 
were to have tea with an old servant of their mother's 
called Dame Burton, who lived in a neat, pretty 
cottage at the foot of the lane. They set off in high 
glee, taking with them their dog " Eoughie." Fi*ank 
was very fond of Roughie, who was his constant 
companion. On this occasion, Frank had tied a 
ribbon round his favourite's neck, so that they walked 
together the whole way. They expected to have a 
happy time; and so they would have had, if Henry 
had only kept out of ** the way of transgi'essors." 

When they had gone some distance, they came to 
Farmer Clarke's field and the lane, which were close 

lw») 8 
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together. Here they stopped. " I wish we could 
only go through the field," said Henry in a fretful, 
grumbling tone ; " it*s so much nearer. I'm sure the 
bull wouldn't hurt us. I don't think father knew 
we had Roughie with us, or I'm sure he wouldn't 
have forbidden us to go." 

" Oh, do come along the lane," said his brother 
Alfred; "it's not much farther. And if we go 
through the field we shall be disobeying father." 

"Well," said Henry, "let me stop and look 
through the gate; I should like at least to see this 
bull." 

Frank came to the gate with Roughie, and sat 
singing on the stile, tying flowers, which he had 
gathered by the way, on Roughie's neck. Presently 
he saw some bright ones growing on the bank; and 
knowing nothing about the bull, he slipped off the 
stile, ran into the field, and began to pick the flowers. 
Meanwhile, Henry looked through the gate, but saw 
nothing of the bull. "It isn't here," said he; but 
he had hardly spoken the words before he heard a 
low bellowing. Not in the least frightened, Henry 
climbed on the gate. At length he saw the bull 
approaching slowly, though it did not appear to 
see him. He then got down, not noticing •Frank; 
he did not even look for him, as he thought he was 
with his brothers, who were walking up the lane. 
He next opened the gate, which was fastened very 
securely, saying, " Now for some fun." Thoughtless, 
wicked boy ! Thus he went into the " transgressor's 
way." We shall see directly how ha/rd he found it. 



A SAD ENDING. 115 

He picked up some stones, and entering the field, 
he began to throw them at the bull. Directly the 
bull began pawing the gi-ound, and bellowing with 
rage. Now Henry was frightened, and ran out of 
the field, hut /orgetting to fasten tlie gate after him. 

His brothers were gone some distance, and were 
seated on the bank at the roadside, waiting for him. 
Henry came up panting for breath, and cried : ** You 
cowards I You were afraid of the bull I Why — " 

Here Alfred interrupted him, saying in a quick, 
hurried tone: "Where's Frankie? O Henry, why 
didn't you bring him with you?" 

Henry stopped, and turned pale. " He must have 
come — ** But here he was interrupted again by 
seeing the bull coming up the lane at full speed to- 
wai-ds them. Henry shrieked with terror, and tried 
to follow his brothers, who were running with all 
their might. But presently the bull overtook him, 
tossed him high up in the air, and left him lying sense- 
less in ilie road. In this state he was picked up 
and carried home. 

And now you are all wondering what has become 
of dear little Frank. You remember he had slipped 
into the field to gather flowers. Eoughie followed 
him. Presently the dog began to bark loudly, and 
ran away from Frank. This made Frank turn 
round, when he saw the bull running up to him. 
The poor child screamed, and called for his mother; 
but she could neither hear nor help him. The bull 
came on, and running at Frank, tossed him over the 
hedge on to a hayrick which was in the next field. 



116 FRANKIR AN ANGEL. 

Afterwards, some men who were going by saw 
Roughie, who had climbed up on to the hayrick, 
where his little master lay bleeding, and was barking 
furiously. They lifted the dear boy down, and car- 
ried him to Dame Burton's cottage. They thought 
that he had only fainted, and tried everything to 
bring him to; but in vain. Then he was carried 
home and laid gently on the sofa. His poor mother 
— ah ! think of her feelings ! — was leaning over his 
pale, sweet face, when suddenly — so suddenly that 
she started back — his large dark eyes opened, and his 
gentle voice said, " Dear, dear mother ! kiss me, dear 
mother;" and then, before she could stoop down to 
kiss him, his eyes were closed, his lips were still, and 
a bright angel had received the spirit of dear little 
Frankie to cany it up to heaven. 

It was a long time before Harry became conscious. 
When he first came to his senses, he found himself in 
a darkened room, with the curtains drawn closely 
round his bed. He raised himself on one side, 
and listened; he heard some one sighing deeply. 
" Mother," he murmured softly. The curtains were 
opened. "Mother, where is Frankie? — what has 
happened ? " 

- "You have been ill, my child," said his mother 
quietly ; and smoothing his pillow, she laid his head 
down on it. Her face was calm and sorrowful, but 
there was no reproach in it. Henry seemed confused 
and bewildered. At length he said : " Mother, have 
I been dreaming ? What a fright I had ! How 
strange it seems ! But, mother, no. IVe not been 
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dreaming. I remember it all now. O mother, tell 
me ! do tell me where Frankie is !" 

"In heaven, my child; dear little Frankie is a 
beautiful angel now." 

Ah, think how Henry must have felt then ! He 
looked like the very picture of heart-breaking sor- 
row. Seeing his great distress, his mother said : 
" Frankie is happy now ; we cannot wish him back 
again." 

"O mother, / have killed him! Can you ever 
forgive me 1 I never can be happy any more. My 
brother ! O my brother !" 

His mother let him cry in this way for a while, 
and then, pitying the poor fellow's great distress, she 
said : " Your father and I have forgiven you, my 
child ; but now you must pray for the forgiveness of 
your heavenly Father." 

"Mother, won't you pray for me 1" asked Henry. 

His mother kneeled down at his bedside, and 
earnestly prayed that God would forgive his great 
sin, and give him grace to keep out of the trans- 
gressor's ways for the future. This gave him a little 
relief; but, ah ! no words can express the anguish 
of poor Henry's heart when he thought that his 
darling pet, his dear little Frankie, was in his tiny 
grave, brought there through his disobedience ; and 
that he should never hear his merry laugh again 
when playing with old Roughie. Poor Henry ! he 
had learned a bitter lesson indeed. 

Slowly he recovered his health again; but he 
never, never forgot the scenes of that day. His 
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whole life was embittered by the sad recollections of 
his twelfth birthday ; and though he found peace at 
last, through the blood of Jesus, and felt that God, 
for Christ's sake, had forgiven his sin, yet the recol- 
lection of it hung over him like a gloomy shadow. 
And suppose that we could have seen him months, 
or even years, after that melancholy event had taken 
place. He is going by Farmer Clarke's field. He 
stops at the gate. The whole scene comes fresh 
before him again. He bows down his head and 
weeps bitter tears. We go up to him and ask him 
to tell us what it is which makes " the way of the 
transgressor hard." He looks up, with his eyes full 
of tears, as he wrings his hands, and says : " Oh, it's 
the recollections/ — the dreadful recollections /" 

The first thing that makes it hard is the gidde. 
The second thing is the recollections. The third 
thing I would speak of as making "the way of trans- 
gressors hard," is the wages. 

Sometimes when a person is working for another 
he is not paid all at once, but gets so much a week 
or month, and the rest when the work is finished. 
And this is the way in which God pays people for 
what they do in this life. So transgi'essors get part 
of their wages now, but the full payment will not be 
received till they get to the end of their hard way — 
that is, till they come to die. Now, the wages which 
transgressors receive are made up of two things — 
namely, shame and suffering. 

Shame is a part of these wages. The Bible tells 
us that "shame shall be the promotion of fools." 
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"Fools" 'here means the same as " transgressoi-s." 
And "promotion" here means reward or wages. 
Shame is sure to be the wages of transgi-essors. This 
means that sin will always be followed by disgrace 
or shame. 

Take some examples. The first transgressor that 
ever lived was Satan. He transgressed in heaven. 
He became proud. He was not willing to do and 
be what God wanted him to be and do. For this he 
was driven out of heaven. He was cast down to 
hell. And now, instead of loving and serving God, 
which is the highest honour, — yes, and the greatest 
happiness, too, — ^he spends his whole time in doing 
what he knows Grod does not like — that is, in tempt- 
ing men to commit all kinds of wickedness. Instead 
of being pure and holy, so that every one would love 
and reverence him, he is horribly vHe and sinful. 
There is not a single person in all the universe that 
loves him. He is known as " the old serpent," " a 
deceiver," "a liar," "a murderer," "the evil one,'^ 
Oh ! what aha/me Satan has got from his transgression. 

The next transgressors that we read of were Adam 
and Eve. They transgressed in the garden of Eden. 
They ate of the tree of which God had forbidden 
them to eat. Then they felt that they were sinners. 
They knew that they were naked, and they were 
ashamed. When God came to speak to them, they 
were afodd, and nm away, and tried to hide them- 
selves among the trees of the garden. The mark of 
sin was on their souls. This made them feel ashamed 
to come before God. 
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The next transgressor was Cain. He transgressed 
by killing his brother. For this God put a mark 
upon him. Then he went forth, a wanderer and a 
vagabond on the face of the earth. We do not know 
what the mark was which God put upon Cain; but 
it was something by which he might be known as a 
murderer, and yet which would keep others from 
murdering him. Suppose that God should cause a 
great blood-red spot, which could not be washed off, 
or hidden from view, to come out on the forehead of 
every one guilty of murder, what a dreadful disgrace 
it would be to have such a mark ! If the mark on 
Cain was something of this kind, then he must have 
been afraid to lift up his head in the presence of his 
fellow-creatures. No doubt he felt that shame, 
burning shame, was part of the wages of transgres- 
sion. This helps to make this way hard. 

And it is always so with those who walk in the 
way of transgressors. They may get money and 
find pleasure while walking in this way, but they 
are sure to cover themselves with disgrace. Let a 
person be known as a liar, a thief, a drunkard, — and 
every honest, good man or woman will try to keep 
out of his way. We feel that it is a shame even to 
be known as the companions of such people. 

There is the Apostle Paul. How everybody 
honours his name ! What glory shines around it ! 
Why is this 1 Because he kept out of the way of 
transgressors. He was faithful to his master. But 
there is Judas Iscariot. He was an apostle too. But 
what different feelings are called up when his name 
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is mentioned ! It is black with disgrace and shame. 
Why is this 1 Because he went in the way of trans- 
gressors. He betrayed his master. There is George 
Washington. Glorious name ! What a halo of 
brightness and beauty shines round it ! You feel 
your heart swell within you when you hear it. You 
are ready almost to take off your hat and make a low 
bow at the mere mention of it. All the world 
honours that name. They will do it while the world 
stands. Why 1 Because he was not a transgressor. 
He was a good man, and faithful to his country. 
But there is the name of Benedict Arnold. What 
feelings of unpleasantness and disgust are excited by 
this name ! If you saw it on the ground, you would 
be almost ready to spit on it, and trample it in the 
mire and dirt. It is a name covered all over with 
the foulest shame and dishonour. And why 1 Be- 
cause he was a transgressor, a traitor against his 
country. He tried to sell his country for gold. He 
walked in the hard way, and he received part of his 
wages in tfumie, 

Martin Luther used to say, that if you wrestle with 
a sweep, whether you throw him down or he throws 
you, you are sure to be grimed and blackened with 
soot. Now, sin or transgression is a sooty, blacken- 
ing thing. Wherever it touches you it leaves a 
mark, and these marks are shameful. 

Did you ever hear the story of Amos and the 
nails 1 There was a bad boy once, whose name was 
Amos. His father was a very good man, and was 
grieved and troubled at the wickedness of his son. 
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He had tried in vain to convince him of his sin and 
induce him to do better. One day his father said to 
him : ** Amos, here is a hammer and a keg of nails ; 
I wish you, every time you do a wrong thing, to drive 
one of these nails into this post." 

" Well, father, I will," said Amos. 

After a while Amos came to his father, and said: 
" I have used all the nails ; the keg is empty. Come 
and see." 

His father went to the spot, and found the post 
black with nails. " Amos," said he, " have you done 
something wrong for each of these nails 1 " 

" Yes, sir," said the boy. 

" O Amos," said his father sorrowfully, " how sad 
this is to think of! Why will you not turn about 
and try to be a good boy ] " 

Amos stood thoughtfully for a few moments, and 
then said : " Father, I'll try. I know I have been 
very bad. Now I mean to pray to God to help me 
to do better." 

"Very well," said his father. "Now,make the 
hammer, and every time you do a good act, or resist 
a wrong one, draw out a nail, and put it in the k^ 
again." 

After some time the boy came to his fiather, and 
said : " Come, father, and see the nails in the k^ 
again. I have pulled out a nail for every good act, 
and now the keg is full again." 

"I am glad to see it, my son," said his father; 
** but see, the marks of the nails remain.'* 

So it is with transgression. It always leaves its 
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narks. These lo.irks it is a shame to bear. This 
ahame is part of the wages which those must receive 
who wulk in this hard way. 
Another part of these wages in suffering. If you 




put your finger in the fire, will it bum 1 Yes, Will 
the burning hurt you! Yes. God has made out 
bodies BO that burning causes great sufiering, in order 
to make us keep from going too near the fire. And 
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he has made suffering part of the wages of transgres- 
sion, in order to keep us from sin. If we should go 
out to the almshouse, and find out the history of 
those who are insane, or sick and suffering in other 
ways, how many sad illustrations we should find of 
the ti-uth of our text : " The way of transgressors is 
hard." But I want to give you a very striking illus- 
tration of it, that occuiTed once among some boys in 
a school in England. 

Bob Winslow was the worst boy in the village. 
His father never checked him, but let him have his 
own way, till he had grown to be the ten'or of the 
neighbourhood. He particularly loved to make sport 
of old, lame, crippled persons. There was one poor 
woman, bent down by age and infirmities, that Bob 
used especially to make game of. She came every 
day, leaning on her crutch, to draw water from the 
well near her house, and just within the playground 
of the schoolhouse. Bob would sometimes follow 
close behind her, pretending to be lame, and hobbling 
along on his umbrella for a crutch, and mimicking 
her motions. "Only look at her," he would say; 
" isn't she like the letter S, with an extra crook in 
it]" One day when he was doing this, the old 
woman turned round, and looking at him reproach- 
fully, said : " Go home, child, and read the story of 
Elisha and the two bears out of the wood." 

" Shame on you. Bob !" said Charles Mansfield, one 
of the best boys in the school ; " shame, I say, to 
laugh at the poor woman's misfortunes ! IVe heard 
my grandmother say that she became a cripple by 
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lifting her poor afflicted son, and tending him night 
and day." 

" I don't care what made her so," said Bob ; " I 
wouldn't stay in the world if I were such an ugly- 
looking thing as that. Do look !" 

"Shame! shame on you!" said Charles; and 
" Shame ! shame I " echoed from each of the boys 
present. " You may get your own back broken, one of 
these days, Bob — who knows !" 

Charles Mansfield sprung to the old woman, and 
said, "Let me help you, grandmother." Then he 
kindly took her pail, filled it at the well, and carried 
it home for her ; and the boys made an arrangement 
for one of them to come every day and fetch her a 
pail of water. " God bless you ! God bless you all, 
dear boys !" said the old woman, as she wiped away 
her tears, and entered her poor, lonely home. 

Bob WinsloVs conduct was reported to the master. 
He was very much grieved, and sentenced him to 
stay in school and study, instead of going out to play 
at recess, for a week. This was pretty hard punish- 
ment, for Bob had very little love for study, but was 
prodigiously fond of play. Yet this was a slight 
punishment compared with what he was so soon to 
receive. 

On the second day of his confinement, ho sat near 
the open window, watching the boys at their sports 
in the playground. Suddenly, while the master was 
occupied in another part of the room, he rose and 
jumped from the window into the midst of the boys, 
with a shout at what he had done. " Now let him 
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punish me again, if he can !" cried he. As he said 
this he ran backwards, throwing up his arms in de- 
fiance, and shouting — when suddenly his voice ceased; 
there was a heavy plunge, and a loud groan burst on 
the ears of his startled companions. 

It so happened that the well of which we have 
spoken was being repaired. The workmen were at 
a distance, collecting their materials, and had care- 
lessly left the opening of the well imcovered. As 
Bob was going backwards, at the veiy moment of his 
triumph he stepped into the mouth of the well, and 
down ho went. There was a cry of horror from the 
boys. They all rushed to the spot. Charles Mans- 
field, the bravest of them all, was the first to seize 
the well-rope. He jumped into the bucket, and got 
the boys to lower him down. The well was deep ; 
but, fortunately, there was not much water in it, and 
Bob lay motionless at the bottom. Charles lifted 
him carefully, and with one arm round his apparently 
lifeless body, the other on the rope, he gave the 
signal, and was slowly raised to the top. The pale 
face of the wicked boy filled his companions witli 
horror. Without saying a word, they carried him 
to the house of the poor woman whom he had treated 
so cruelly. She had seen the accident from her win- 
dow, and was hobbling along on her crutch to meet 
them. Poor Bob was taken into her humble home, 
and laid upon her bed. The kind-hearted old woman, 
forgetful of his ill-treatment of her, got out her band- 
ages, her camphor bottle, and other things; and, 
while one of the boys ran for the doctor, and another 
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for their tee^^her, she sat down by his side, and 
bathed his hands and his forehead as tenderly as 
though he had been her own son. After the doctor 
had dressed his wounds, he was earned on a litter to 
his own home, surrounded by his sorrowing com- 
panionSy but still insensible. 

A few hours later in the day, a group of boys met 
oil the playground. They talked to one another in 
a low voice. They looked pale and sad. Presently 
Charles Mansfield came up. 

" Well, boys, how is poor Bob now 1 Have any 
of you heard?" 

" O Charlie ! " cried several at once, as they gathered 
round him. " Oh ! don't you know 1 haven't you 
heard 1 Why, he has opened his eyes, and is able to 
speak ; InU his hack is broken, a/nd he urUl be a cripple 
and a hunchback /or life /" 

Charles clasped his hands, without uttering a word, 
and burst into tears. He couldn't speak for a while. 
At last, with the tears still streaming down his pale 
cheeks, but with a manly voice, he said : " Boys, I 
hope we shall never forget the lesson we have learned 
toniay. The Bible says, *The way of the trans- 
gressor is hard;* and poor Bob's experience proves 
how true that is." 

I cannot tell you the dreadful suffering, both of 
mind and body, that Bob passed through, during the 
months that he lay upon that sick-bed. He found 
out that it is the wages of the transgressor which 
makes his way so hard. Great suffering, indeed, he 
passed through, as part of the wages he had to receive. 
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I am glad to be able to tell you th^t Bob became 
a Christian on that bed of suffering. His sin was 
forgiven. Like Amos, he drew the nails out of the 
post ; but ah ! in his broken back the ma/rks of the 
nails remained, " The way of transgressors is hard." 
The guide, the recollections, and the wages make it 
hard. The wages are made up of sha/me and steer- 
ing. 

My dear children, we have all been in this way. 
Jesus came to show us how to get out of it. His 
blood takes away transgression. 

If Jesus is our Friend, we have nothing to fear. 
Martin Luther says that Satan came to him one day 
and said : " Luther you are a great sinner, you will 
be lost." "Stop, stop," said Luther, "not so fast; 
one thing at a time, if you please. You say I am 
a great sinner. That is true; though you ought 
to be the last to say anything to any one about sin. 
I am a great sinner. Yes; but Jesus is a great 
Saviour — his blood cleanses from all sin; and, there- 
fore, though I am a great sinner I shall go to heaven. 
I shall not be lost." Then Satan went off, and had 
nothing more to say. This is tnie. Jesus can par- 
don all our sins. If our sins are forgiven, for his 
sake, we never can be lost. Oh ! turn to Jesus, then. 
Trust in him. He will take you out of the hard 
way, and put you in that way which is all pleasant- 
ness and peace. As long as you live, remember this 
text : " The way of tranagressors is hard." 
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" I am come into my garden."— Cant. y. 1. 

jT is Jesus who is speaking here. He says 
he is come into what 1 His garden. Yes. 
"I am come into my garden." By the 
ga/rden here Jesus means his Church. 
He compares his Church unto a garden. 
But the Sunday school is one of the most important 
parts of the Church of Christ. It is the nursery in 
which the young plants and trees are reared, which 
are, afterwards, to be set out on earth and in Para- 
dise above. We may consider the garden here, then, 
as referring to the Sunday school. And then Jesus 
speaks about coming into this garden. Now, when 
we read or hear about this, I suppose we all feel 
inclined to ask two questions. These questions will 
form the divisions of our sermon. The questions 
are these : Why is the Sunday school like a ga/rden ? 

and, Wha^ does Jesus come into it /or ? 
ifiooa g 
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Why is the Swnday school like a garden f It is 
so because of what is done /or it. It is so hecavse of 
what grows in it, 

T/is Sunday school is like a garden beca/use of 
what is done /or it Now, just see what we do for 
a garden when we wish to make one, and you will 
see that Jesus does the very same things for the 
Simday school. 

The first thing done for a garden is to /ence it. If 
you want to make a garden out of a part of a field or 
common, you begin by building a fence all round it. 
This is to keep the cattle out, and to protect it from 
being trodden down by those who pass by. And so 
Jesus has fences all round the Sunday school. These 
fences are made out of the Commandments he has 
given us in the Bible. When we find a text in the 
Bible which tells us not to do anything, the words of 
that text are like a fence, which God has set up to 
keep us from doing evil. 

There was a little boy once who had been well 
taught in Sabbath school. His mother was poor, 
but pious. Her boy had learned to obey her. He 
had to go to sea as a cabin-boy. His mother's last 
words to him were : "Johnny, never drink a drop of 
rum." 

All the sailors used to drink liquor several times 
a day. They tried to persuade Johnny to drink, but 
he never would. One time, during a storm which 
lasted several days, they told him he woxdd catch 
cold and die if he didn't take some liquor; but he 
wouldn't mind. At last one of the sailors, who had 



A mother's counsel. 131 

never spoken to him on the subject, said he was sure 
he could make him take a drink. He went to try. 
He said everything he could think of to persuade 
him to drink. The little fellow heard all he had to 
say. Then he quoted his mother's words : "Johnny, 
never drink a drop of rum." He repeated the Fifth 
Commandment, and a great many passages of Scrip- 
ture about obedience to parents. The sailor hadn't 
heard so much of the Bible for a long time. He 
found he could not succeed, and gave it up. When 
he went back to his place, the other sailors asked 
him how he had made out. "Oh," says he, "you 
can't do anything with him. Why, he's chuck full 
of the Bible." 

You see, the Bible was a fence to keep Johnny 
from drinking. In the same way, it has fences to 
keep us from all sinful things. 

When we have fenced our ga/rden, the neoct thing to 
do 18 to WEED IT. .Weeds always grow thicker and 
faster than the plants and flowers in a garden. You 
can't do anything till the weeds are pulled up. But 
you may ask. What are the weeds that grow in God's 
garden? This garden, you remember, is made up of 
his children in the Sunday school, and the weeds in 
it are the wrong feelings sometimes found in our 
hearts. Pride is one of these weeds. It is a tall, 
strong weed, with a glaring, disagreeable flower. It 
springs up and grows everywhere. It Ckn grow 
where nothing else can ; and it is very hard indeed 
to root out. Anger is another of these weeds ; im- 
patience is another; selfishness is another; idleness 
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is another ; disobedience is another ; and so I might 
go on making out a long list. There is hardly any 
end to the weeds that gi'ow in this garden, if they 
are on]y let alone. But all these must be palled up. 
When we become the friends and followers of Jesus, 
he expects us to put away from us all these bad 
feelings and tempers. And when we do this, we are 
pulling up weeds from his garden. 

Now weVe got our garden fenced and weeded. 
The next thing to be done for it is to improve the 
soil. Some soil is so very poor that nothing will 
grow in it. When this is the case, the gardener 
has many ways of fixing it. I will only speak of 
one. He will have the poor soil taken away, and 
some good, rich soil put in its place. You know, if 
you go into the woods where the leaves have been 
falling and mouldering away for a great many years, 
you have only to scrape away the dry leaves from 
the top, and underneath you find plenty of nice, soft, 
black, rich soil, which is the very thing to make 
first-rate garden-beds out of. Oh! how the plants 
and flowers will grow in this new soil ! The gar- 
dener improves the soil by changing it and making 
it new. 

And this is just what Jesus does to his people. 
He improves the soil of their hearts by changing it 
and making it new. He says in the Bible : " A new 
heart also will I give them, and a new spirit will 
I put within them; and I will take away the heart 
of stone from them, and will give them a heart of 
flesh." This is like taking away the bad soil, in 
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which nothing will grow, from a bed in the garden, 
and putting good, rich soil in its place. When 
Jesus makes our hearts new, he is improving the soil 
of his garden. Everything that Jesus loves will 
grow in the soil of the new heart. 

Well, here is the garden fenced, and weeded, and 
with it8 sail improved. What next is to be done? 
Now we are ready to sow the seed, and put in the 
plants we want to have growing there. Here we 
want to have a bed of pinks and sweetwilliams, and 
80 we put those seeds in. There we want a bed of 
mangolds and wall-flowers, and we sow the seeds for 
them. Over there we want to have some verbenas, 
and down this walk we want to have a large bed of 
mignonette, so as to perfume all the air* On the 
other side of the walk we want a tulip-bed, so we 
set out the roots of this beautiful plant. Under our 
window we plant a sweet-brier and a honeysuckle, 
and in the bed opposite the window we set out a 
great variety of rose-bushes. We can't expect to 
have a garden unless we put in the seeds and plants 
that we wish to have growing there. 

But does Jesus do anything like this in his garden? 
Certainly he does. You know, when Jesus was on 
earth, among the many beautiful parables which he 
spoke to the people was one about the sower. His 
disciples didn't understand it, and came and asked 
him to explain it to them. In doing this, he told 
them that he himself was the sower. He told them, 
also, that "the seed was the word of God." The 
truths of the Bible are this seed. It is called " good 
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seed." When we read the Bible and learn the traihs 
it teaches, we are sowing this "good seed" in our 
hearts, where it will grow like the different kinds of 
seed that we put in our gardens. 

And then there is one other thing that must be 
done for our garden. It is fenced and weeded, the 
soil is improved, and the seeds and plants are put 
into it. Now it must be watered and cared /or. 
Suppose no rain comes down, and no dew distils 
upon it, will the seed sown there ever spring up and 
grow 1 Never. Or suppose the rain should fall, but 
no warm sun should shine upon it, will anything grow 
there 1 No. Sometimes the gardener lays pipes 
down in his garden, to carry water to different parts 
of it, so that when there comes a dry spell in summer 
he can easily water these plants and keep them from 
withering. And then, when the seeds spring up, 
and the plants begin to grow, how carefully the 
gardener watches them ! How he loosens the soil, 
and picks out the stones, and tries to keep off every- 
thing that would hinder the plants from growing ! 

And just in this way Jesus waters and cares for 
his garden. His grace is the rain and dew that 
soften the soil of our hearts. His Holy Spirit is 
like the sun that shines on and warms them. Jesus 
has pipes in his garden to carry the water of his 
grace wherever it is needed. The Bible that we ' 
read and have explained to us, is one of these pipes. 
The sermons that are preached to us, the prayers 
that we offer, and the sacraments ordained in the 
Church, are all precious golden pipes, by means of 
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which Jesus waters his garden. And then our 
blessed Saviour watches carefully over his garden 
all the time, to keep anything from hurting the 
plants or from hindering their growth. 

Thus we see that the Sunday school may be called 
a garden because of what is done for it. It is fonced, 
if %9 weeded, the eoil is improved, seeds and plants are 
put into it, a/nd it is watered and cared for. 

But then there is another reason why the Sunday 
school may be compared to a garden — namely, hecavse 
ofwhaJt grows in it. 

In a garden we expect to find beautiful flowers 
and delicious frxdt. Hoses, and lilies, and honey- 
anckles, and pinks, and daisies, and flowers of all 
kinds are growing there. And fruits, as well as 
flowers, are found in our gardens. Apricots, and 
peaches, and pears, and grapes, and currants, and 
strawberries, and pleasant fruits — of, oh ! how many 
kinds ! — ^grow and ripen there. 

And so in the Sunday school, which is the garden 
of Christy many sweet flowers and fruits are found 
growing. Every good feeling that we cherish in our 
hearts is a spiritual flower, and every good deed that 
-we perform in our lives is a spiritual fruit, which 
Jesus loves to see blooming and ripening in his 
garden. Let us look at some of these. 

Here is a little girl who feels that she is a sinner. 
When she thinks of her sins, she feels very sorry. 
The thought of them makes her bosom swell. It 
brings the tears into her eyes. They flow down 
her cheeks. She bows her head and prays thus: 
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''Lord Jesus Christ, be merciful to me a sinner. 
Create in me a clean heart, and renew a right spirit 
within me." This is repentance. Kepentance is a 
spiritual flower. Jesus loves to see it. We may 
compare it to a snowdrop. This is a beautiful white 
flower, which springs up before the snow is quite 
gone. It hangs down its delicate little head, just as 
if it had been doing something wrong, and was sorry 
for it. Every boy and girl who repents — ^that is, 
who is truly sorry for sin-is a spiritual snowdrop in 
the garden of Jesus. 

But see ! here is a crocus. This is a sweet flower, 
of a bright yellow colour. Like the snowdrop, it is 
one of the early spring flowers. It comes out while 
the ground is hard, and the air is cold, and the dry 
leaves scattered around make the garden look very 
dreary. And then its beautiful face looks so bright 
and simshiny, that we always think of this flower as 
representing cheerfulness. 

''Poor Annie," said a Sunday-school teacher one 
day to a little girl in her class, who had no father, 
and whose mother was very poor and sick. " Poor 
Annie ! " " Please, teacher, don't call me poor," said 
the little girl ; " why, IVe got a dear mother who 
loves me, and tnoefniy-Jwe cents I " She loved Jesus, 
and was happy and cheerful. She was a smiling 
crocus in the garden of Jesus. 

The father of a family had died very suddenly. 
Shortly after, the minister called to sympathize with 
the widow and her fatherless children in their sorrow. 
As he entered the house, he met a bright-eyed little 
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fellow, about four years old. "Well, Willie, yon 
hare no fatlier now," said the minister. " No," said 
Willie, "I haven't any father," and hia large blue 
eyea filled with tears; "hut I've got a mother, 
tbongh, and I've got a James, and a William, and a 
liszie, and a Hannah," — naming over all the members 




of the family that were left. Happy, cheerfiil spirit ! 
There waa another crocus in the garden of Jesus. 

But see I here is a honeysuckle. It can't stand by 
itaelf. It must have something to cling to. But 
give it a cord, or pole, or branch to grow on, and it 
will twine itself around it, and cling fast to it, ajid 
grow finely, and fill all the air wid its fragrance. 
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Faith, or trust in God, is like the honeysnckla It 
twines itself around God's promise, and clings to 
that, and then opens its beautiful fragrant flowers. 

"What do you do without a mother to tell all 
your troubles to?" asked a little girl, who had a 
mother, of one who had lost hers. "Mother told 
me whom to go to before she died," said the orphazL 
"I go to the Lord Jesus ; he was mother's Friend, 
and he's mine." 

" But Jesus is far off in the sky, and has a great 
many things to attend to ; it's not likely he'll stop 
to mind you," said the other. 

"I don't know anything about that," replied the 
orphan; "all I know is. He says he will, and thal^s 
enough for me." See how the trust of this dear child 
twined itself round God's promise, and grew there. 
Trust, or faith, is the honeysuckle in Grod's garden. 

And then contentment is the heart's-ease here, and 
humiHty is the violet, and love is the myrtle, and 
modesty is the lily, and innocence is the daisy; and 
so we might go on all through the garden. 

But there are f raits in God's garden as well as 
flowers. I said, you know, that good feelings in our 
heart are the flowers that grow here. The fruits 
that ripen in Grod's garden are good actions in our 
lives. Self-denial is one of these fruits. Charity, or 
kindness to the poor and suflering, is another. For- 
giveness to those who injure us is another. Patience 
is another, perseverance is another, prayer for God's 
blessing on ourselves and others is another; and so 
I might go on and mention a great many others. 
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Now, let me give you a sample or two of these fruits 
when they become ripe. Here is a sample of the 
fruit /or givenesa qfinjuri/, 

A slave in one of the West India Islands was 
noticed by his master very carefully watching over a 
poor broken-down negro, who had been bought with 
a lot of others some days before. He shared his bed 
with him, fed him at his own table, carried him into 
the sunshine when cold, and into the shade when the 
sun was hot. He was so very kind to him that his 
master thought he must be a near relation, and he 
inquired if he were his father. 
" No, massa," was the answer. 
" Is he an elder brother ] " 
"No, massa." 

" Perhaps he is your uncle or some other relation 1" 

« No, massa, no relation; he not even my friend." 

" Then why are you so kind to him 1 " 

"He my enemy, massa," said the slave; "he sold 

me to the slave-dealer. But my Bible tell me, when 

my enemy hunger, feed him; when he thirst, give 

him drink." What a lovely fruit this was ! 

' Here is an example of submission to God, which is 

another of the fruits that grow in this garden. A 

little girl had been attacked with sudden pain in the 

head, which ended in her becoming blind. She was 

taken to a celebrated eye-doctor, who examined her 

eyes, and then took her mother aside and told her 

that nothing could be done for her daughter. The 

poor child wanted to know what the doctor said about 

her eyes. Her mother told her. " What, mother ! " 
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exclaimed the child, "am I never more to see the 
sun, nor the beautiful fields and flowers, nor 70U, my 
dear mother, nor my father ? " She wrung her hands 
in sorrow, and wept bitterly. Nothing seemed to 
give her the slightest comfort, till her mother took 
a pocket Bible from the table and put it into her 
hands. 

" What is this, mother?" inquired the poor sorrow- 
ing child. 

" It is the Bible, my dear," said her mother. ' In 
a moment the poor sufferer became quiet. She 
thought at once of one after another of the sweet 
texts she had learned in that blessed Book. She 
paused, turned her poor sightless eyeballs towards 
the ceiling;, and a sweet an&cel-like egression played 
over herLe, while she breathed forth in ^ 
though gently whispering tones, the words : " Thy 
will be done on earth as it is in heaven." Ah, that 
was a precious fruit; and just what we might expect 
to find in Grod's garden. 

It is surprising what a great amount of excellent 
fruit will often grow in this garden from the very 
smallest seed. 

In London there is a large building called Exeter 
Hall. It is used chiefly to hold reb'gious meetings 
and anniversaries in. Once they were holding a 
Sunday-school anniversary there. A clergyman was 
addressing the children. He told them about two 
bad little boys whom he had once known, and a good 
little girl whom he afterwards learned to know. One 
day this little girl was going home from Sunday 
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school, where she had learned to try to be like Jesus, 
** who went about doing good." On her way home 
slie saw two little boys about her own age quarrelling. 
Slie went up to them, and told them how wickedly 
"they were acting. She made them stop quarrelling, 
and finally persuaded them to go to her Sunday 
school. The boys were named Jim and Tom. The 
girl was called little Mary Wood. 

** Now, children," said the gentleman, " would you 
like to see Jim ? " 

With one voice they all shouted, "Yes." 

''Jim, stand up," said the gentleman, looking to 
another part of the platform. A tall, reverend-look- 
ing gentleman, dressed in black, and wearing a white 
cravat, arose and looked smilingly upon the children. 

" There," said the speaker, " that is Jim. He has 
been a missionary for several years in one of the 
South Sea Islands. Now, would you like to see 
Tom?" 

" Yes, yes, sir," was heard all over the house. 

" Here he is," said the speaker, straightening him- 
self up ; " he too has been a missionary for years." 

"And now, would you like to see little Mary 
Wood?" 

"Yes, yes; oh yes !" burst forth in a perfect storm 
of voices. 

"Well, do you see that lady over there, with a 
black velvet bonnet, putting down her veil, and blush- 
ing like a rose? That's little Mary Wood. And 
now I have a secret to tell you. She is my wife I " 

That good girl sowed a very little seed in God's 
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garden. The fruit which it bore was — ^two missioii- 
aries to the heathen, with all the good resulting from 
their labours. 

But prayer is the plant in this garden on which 
the fruit grows most abundantly. Let me tell you 
about the fruit yielded by the prayer of a little child. 
Her name was Minnie. Her home used to be a very 
happy and comfortable one, but her father had taken 
to drinking. This had brought them to great poverty, 
and almost broken her poor mother's heart. One 
evening he came home just as Minnie had kneeled, 
down to say her prayers. Hearing her little voice, 
he stood still a ihoment, as he entered the room, 
and listened. The dear child was praying thus: — 
" O God ! make father leave off his evil ways j 
make him my own dear father once again. Make 
dear mother's sad looks go away, and make her old 
smile come back; but thy will be done ! " 

Minnie's mother burst into tears, as she threw her 
arms around her husband's neck, and said : " Oh ! my 
husband, for the sake of that dear child, let us all be 
happy again ! " 

The poor man bowed his head and wept. Then, 
clasping his hands, he said: "By the help of God, 
you shall have no more sorrow on my account." And 
he kept his word. Dear little Minnie's prayer saved 
her father from gomg down to a drunkard's grave. 

Wasn't that a precious fruit that grew on the plant 
of prayer? I might give you a great many more 
samples of the same kind. But there is no time. I 
must haaten on to the other part of our subject. 
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Perhaps I liave said enough to show why the Sunday 
school is called a garden. It is called a garden be- 
cause of what is done for it, and becatise of what 
grows in it. 

But then there is another question we were to ask 
about this garden, and that is, What does Jesus come 
into it/or? 

He comes for three things. One of these is, to 
watch the growth of the plants. If you have a bed 
which you call your own, in your father's garden, 
you feel a great interest in watching the flowers every 
day, and seeing how they grow. You will go into 
the garden every morning, and notice every new leaf 
that opens, and every fresh bud that appears. If 
you find the ground getting hard, you will loosen it. 
If it be dry, you will water it. If one of your plants 
seems weak and drooping, you will put a stick in for 
it to lean on. If it shoots out a long slender branch, 
you will be very careful to train it in the right direc- 
tion, and to tie it up to the trellis, or to a stronger 
branch of the bush, so as to keep it &om trailing on 
the ground. If you find a worm gnawing at the root, 
or insects eating away the leaves of your flowers, you 
«will take them away, and do everything you can to 
make them grow and flourish. And this is just what 
Jesus does in his garden. Only he does a great deal 
more, and does it better, too, than we can. You 
know we can't be all the time in our garden. We 
are obliged ofben to go away and leave it for hours, 
and perhaps for days together. Jesus never leaves 
his garden. He is in it all the time. He says, in 
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one place in the Bible : " I will water it CTery moment; 
lest any hurt it, I will keep it night and day" (laa. 
xxviL 3). Jesus is in his garden now. He is here 
this afternoon. He is in our school every Sunday 
watching the plants and flowers whether they grow 
and flourish. He looks to see if we are minding oar 
teachers, and listening attentively to learn the lessons 
taught us in his blessed Word. Suppose we could 
see the glorious Saviour walking up and down be- 
tween the classes and watching us, how should we 
feel 1 We can't see him, but he is here. We can't 
see him in our school, but he is there. He says in 
our text, " I am come into my garden." This doesn't 
mean that he comes once a year, but that he is doing 
it all the time. He is always in his garden. He is 
there ready to hear us when we pray, ready to help 
us when we need, ready to guide and comfort and 
bless us. Oh ! remember the text whenever you enter 
the school and take your seat in your class. Think 
that you hear Jesus say, " I am come into my garden." 
He comes to see what flowers are opening, what fruits 
are ripening. He comes to watch the growth of the 
plants. This is one thing for which he comes. 

Another thing for which he comes is, to enjoy ^ 
bea/uty of the flow&tB, If you have a garden, and are 
fond of flowers, you will find great enjoyment in it. 
You take pleasure in walking about to watch the 
seeds as they spring up, and see the new leaves and 
sprouts shoot forth from the plants. When your 
rose-bush begins to bloom, what interest you take in 
noticing how the buds swell out more and more, tiU 
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at last they burst open and unfold all their beautiful 
leaTes to your sight ! You love to smell the sweet 
fragrance of the flowers, and you love to watch the 
different appearance which they present from day to 
day. And now perhaps you are ready to ask, But 
can Jesus have any such feelings as these in reference 
to his gainien ] Certainly he has. No gardener ever 
took half as much delight in the flowers he is raising 
as Jesus takes in his. Every Christian child, and 
every one who is trying to become a Cliristian, is a 
flower in the Saviour's garden ; and nobody can tell 
how much pleasure Jesus takes in watching them. 
No mother ever loved her darling child as Jesus loves 
his children. It says in two places in this book of 
Canticles, where our text is, that " He feedeth among 
the lilies" (Cant. ii. 16; vL 3). This shows us what 
delight he takes in being among them. You know 
there are two things about a flower which are pleas- 
ing; these are its sweet smell and its beautiful colour. 
It is very pleasing to know that Jesus calls children 
who love and serve him, his flowers. Yes; when wo 
are trying to overcome all proud or angry or selfish 
feelings, and to be kind and gentle, loving and obedient 
children, then we are flowers in the garden of Jesus ; 
more pleasing to him than the most fragrant bud is 
to us, when it blooms in its beauty and fills the air 
all round with its fragrance. 

We love to do anything that we know will give 
pleasure to our parents and friends. How much 
more we should love to do what we know will be 
most pleasing to our glorious Saviour. He loves 

(669) 10 
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above all things to see the plants in his garden grow- 
ing and bearing flowers. He enjoys the beauty of the 
flowers. This is what he comes into his garden for. 
Oh! who would not wish to be one of the flowers of 
Jesus 1 

But then there is another thing for which he comes 
into his garden. He comes to gather the flowers. 
When a gardener is walking through his garden, if 
he sees a flower more beautiful than the rest, and 
which pleases him very much, he will be very likely 
to pluck that flower from the stem on which it is 
growing, and put it in his bosom, where he can adr 
mire its beauty and enjoy its fragrance. Or perhaps 
he has a conservatory or greenhouse opening into his 
parlour or study: he will take up the plant which 
bears that sweet flower, and put it in a flower-pot, 
and have it placed among the very choicest flowers 
in his greenhouse, where it will be sheltered from the 
frost and the cold air, and will have better care 
taken of it than it can have while growing out in 
the garden. 

And does Jesus do anything like this in his garden? 
Certainly he does. You know how many dear chil- 
dren die while they are quite yoimg. "Well, what 
becomes of themi Ah, they are the flowers which 
Jesus has gathered and placed in his own bosom, or 
which he has transplanted to the greenhouse of the 
skies; to the garden of the heavenly paradise ! We 
thought they were very sweet when we saw their 
beautiful buds opening here with us. And so they 
were. But what should we think if we could see 
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them now, aj9 they are blooming and flonrishing in 
ihe Saviour's garden above ! Let me give you a few 
Samples of these gathered flowers wliich Jesus has 
taken to himself. 

I was reading the other day of a little boy only 
two years old, who had been taught to put up his 
l>aby hands and offer his little prayer to Jesus. 
"When dying, he looked at his father and said, '^ By- 
^7> P^i baby going to sleep;" and then he shut his 
little eyes, never to open them again till the angel's 
trmnpet shall waken him. 

There was another little boy three years old, who 
was just sinking into the arms of death. He said to 
his father, who was standing by his side : ^' Father, 
there is beyond the sky a heaven of joy and love !" 

There was another — a blind boy — who looked up 
HA he was dying, and said: ''I see a light; it's 
heaven — ^it's heaven ! " 

There was a little Sunday-school boy who, when 
taken sick, was at first afraid to die. Turning to his 
mother, he said : "The valley of death is very dark; 
mother, won't you go with me?" His poor mother 
couldn't say a word; she could only burst into tears. 
The little fellow then put his face towards the wall 
and prayed. Presently he turned to his sorrowing 
mother with a sweet look, and said : " Mother, the 
valley isn't dark now, for Jesus is with me. I can 
go now." And then he died. 

Little Annie T died when she was three years 

and three months old. On her deathbed she called 
for her father. When he came to her bedside, she 
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said: "Pray— read." "What shaU I read?" askc 
her father. " About Jesus," was her reply. Whecm. 
he had finished, she said: "Sing, sing of Jesus.*'' 
When they stopped, she cried : " More, more o£ 
Jesus." And as she sank in death, the words whicb 
they heard lingering in whispers on her lips were: 
" Jesus, Jesus ! " 

James B. Jones died when he was nine years 
old. Before he died, he said to his parents : '' I am 
so happy I know not what to do. God loves me, 
and has pardoned all my sins for Jesus' sake. Who 
would have thought that God would be so kind to 
such a little boy as I am ! Oh ! I am so happy, I am 
so happy !" And thus Jesus gathered this sweet 
flower to himself. 

I might go on for ever so long giving you samples 
of these gathered flowers which Jesus has taken to 
himself. AU these that I have spoken of, thus far, 
have been gathered from other parts of our Saviour^s 
garden. If there were time, I could tell you of 
many dear young flowers that Jesus has gathered 
from my own part of the Sunday-school garden. 
And every faithful minister of Jesus could do the 
same. The names of many sweet children who havB 
glorifled Jesus in their happy deaths are firesh in our 
memories. 

And then how many — ^younger than these — baby- 
flowers, just in the bud, Jesus has gathered from our 
gardens ! These were too young to be in school; 
but they belonged to Jesus, and he has gathered 
them to himself. I think I see them now, with 
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their sweet, angel-like faces, as we took our last 
Jooky before the coffin-lid was screwed down upon 
them. But they are all with Jesus now. They are 
flcwers which he has taken from our garden down 
liere, to have them near himself in heaven. 

Jesus comes into his garden to watch the growth 
€>f the flowers, to enjoy the beauty of tlie flowers, and 
to gather the flowers to himself. 

Now, let us see if we can recollect the important 
parts of this sermon. The text is in Cant. v. 1 : "I 
am come into my garden.'' The sermon is about 
Jesus coming into his garden. We have considered 
the Simday school as the garden of Jesus. And then 
we had two questions : Why is the Sunday school Wee 
a ga/rden? And what does Jesus come into it for? 

In answering the first question, we said the Sun- 
day school is like a garden hecanise of what is done 
for it. It is fenced a/nd weeded, the soil is improved, 
seeds and plants a/re put into it, and it is vxitered and 
eo/redfoT, 

The Sunda/y school is like a garden, also, heca/ase of 
what grows in it — namely , flowers and fruits. 

In answering the other question, we said that 
Jesus comes into his garden to watch the growth of the 
flowers, to enjoy the heaviy of the flowers, and to gather 
the flowers to himself 

Now, my dear children, there are two things I 
wish you especially to remember in connection with 
this subject. Remember what God expects us to do 
for others, God expects us to get others into his 
garden. How many children there are in our own 
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land, and in other lands, who have no Sunday schooli 
no Bibles, no teachers. They are not in God's 
garden. They are out in the broad common of the 
world. Grod wants us to help to bring them into 
his garden. And when we make our offerings to 
send the Bible to those children, and have them 
taught and cared for, then we are doing just what 
God desires us to do. You know our Saviour said 
to his disciples, " Freely ye have received, freely 
give." And he says the same to us. Then let vs 
be very thankful to him for bringing us into his 
garden, and let us try all we can to bring others in 
also. This is what God expect us to do for otheni. 
Bemember this. 

And then remendfer, too, whcU God expects U8 to do 
for ourselves. He expects us to take good care of 
our part of the garden. Every one of you, my dear 
children, has a bed in God's garden to take care o£ 
Tour own heart is that bed. Oh ! be sure that yon 
take good care of it. Put plenty of good seed in it. 
Be careful in reading and trying to understand God's 
Word. That is the good seed. And be careful to 
keep the weeds out of your garden bed. Bemember, 
if you give way to proud feelings, or peevish, fretful, 
angry feelings ; if you are selfish, or untruthful, or 
disobedient, — then you are letting great ugly weeds 
spring up and grow in your part of God's garden. 
Watch for the weeds, oh ! watch for the weeds. Pull 
them up at once. Don't let them stay a moment 
after you find them. And pray Grod for Jesus' sake 
to keep the weeds from growing in your hearts. 
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PrajBT luui K wonderful power to keep these veeds 
&om growing. 

X was reading lately of a dear little girl who had 
a crOBB little brother. One day lie struck his sister 
His mother was going to puniah him for it But 




Maty, his sister, said : " Please, mother, don't punish 
him; I think I can teach him not to strike me 
again." She took him out of the room. Her mother 
went after them to see what she would do. Mary 
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went with him into another room and closed the 
door. Then she made him kneel down; and she 
knelt by his side, and offered this sweet, simple 
prayer over him : " O Lord, forgive my little brother 
for striking me. Give him a new heart, that he may 
not strike me any more ; and if he does strike me, 
or push me, put it into my heart not to strike him 
back, but to say, * Don't do so, little brother.' Lord, 
hear me for Jesus' sake. Amen I " Ah, that little 
girl knew how to keep the weeds out of her garden 
bed. Follow her example. Then your garden will 
flourish, and Jesus will look on it and come into it 
with pleasure. 





'Sht SaaBS of f nins Sonii. 

"Jetna want (boat doing good."— Acni. 38. 

9hAT a beautiful descriptioa this is of the 
life of Jeaus ! When we hear of any 
great man, we always wimt to know how 
he lived and what he used to do. General 
Washington waa a great man, and all the 
; people in this oountry like to read or hear 
aboat bi'm We don't get tired of the interesting 
stories told of him. We lite to hear of the boy George 
Washington, — about the hatchet and the cherry- 
tree, and how he wouldn't tell a lie. We like to 
hear about his giving up being a midshipman, when 
he wanted to be one so very much, because he waa 
nnwilling to do anything that would make his 
mother feel unhappy. We like to read about George 
Washington when a young colonel fighting the 
TnflianHj and how the Indian warrior took aim at 
him ever so majiy times in one day, and tried to 
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kill him, but found he couldn't do it. And we like 
to read of Washington, the commander-in-chief of 
the American armies, in the darkest days of the 
Kevolutionary war, when he used to go aJl alone by 
himself in the snow-covered woods, and kneel down 
and pray that God would show him what to do, and 
help him to save the country. 

And then there was Benjamin Franklin, the great 
philosopher; and Christopher Columbus, the great 
discoverer; and Peter the Great of Kussia; and 
Alfred the Great of England; and multitudes of 
other distinguished men. We like to read about 
them, and find out how they used to live, becatue 
they were great men. But you may put these, and 
all the other great men that ever lived, all together, 
— and yet, when you come to compare them with 
Jesus, they are only just like one of the tiniest little 
stera you see shining in the sky at night, when 
compared with the sun. Jesus was the wisest, and 
the best, and the greatest man that ever lived. He 
was God as well as man. He lived on earth not for 
himself, but for us. He lived on earth for you and 
me. He came to do good to you and me, as well as 
to the Jews who lived eighteen hundred years ago. 
Oh ! surely, then, it is worth while for us to think and 
talk about him. 

"Jesus went about doing good." This needs no 
explanation. It is very plain and simple. Why, I 
suppose every one of these infant-school children 
knows what it means to "go about doing good." 
"Jesus went about doing good," because he loved 
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iio do goody and because he was so able to do it 
He could do good as no one else in the world ever 
could. He hadn't much money; for though he 
made the world, and all things in it, yet, when he 
was here on earth, he was so poor that he said : 
" The foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have 
nests; but the Son of man hath not where to lay 
his head.'' But though he had no money to give 
away, he could do good in hundreds of other ways. 
He could heal the sick, whatever their diseases were. 
He could make the blind see, and the deaf hear, and 
the lame walk. He could raise the dead to life 
again in a moment. Ho could feed thousands of 
people with two or three small loaves of bread ; and 
then have more bread left, when they were done, 
than there was before they began. 

But there is another reason why "Jesus went 
about doing good." He did it to show tis how to live. 
We read in one place in the New Testament, that 
he ''left us an example that we should follow his 
Bteps" (1 Pet. iL 21). "Jesus went about doing 
good," in order to show you and me, and all people, 
how we ought to live. And this is what I wish to 
talk to you about this afternoon. When you go 
home from church, if anybody asks you what was 
the sermon about, tell them it was about the best 
fva/i/8 of doing good, I wish to speak to you about 
/oiMr ways in which we should all try to be doing 
good. 

The first wa/y in which we shordd try to do good, is 
by BECOMING Chbistians oubselves. 



ISfl THK LIOHTVUra-SOD. 

Tme CbriBtians ore the moat nsefnl people in the 
world. Thej are doing good all the time. Ycm 
know that many of onr houses and other laige 
buildings have iron rods running from ahove the 




top of the chimnej, along the sides of the bmldu^ 
down into the ground. What are those rods called I 
Ughtning-rods. Often, when thunder-stomiB come 
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OD, we hear of houses being struck by lightning. 
Sometimes these houses are very much injured, and 
the people living in them are killed. Those light- 
ning-rods are intended to protect the houses. They 
carry the lightning off into the ground, and prevent 
it from doing any harm. Lightning-rods are very 
useful things. And true Christians are like light- 
ning-rods. When God is angry with wicked people 
for their sins, he is often kept from punishing them 
on account of the good Christians — the praying 
people — who live among them. 

You remember reading in the Bible about Sodom 
and €k)morrah. The inhabitants of those cities were 
BO wicked that God said he would destroy them. 
Abraham prayed for those cities because he had a 
nephew (Lot) living there. He asked God to be 
pleased not to destroy them if he found ten righteous 
persons there ; and God promised that he would not, 
if he found that many good people there. But Lot 
was the only good man found there. So Lot was 
sent away, and then those guilty cities were burned 
up. If there had been ten Christians in Sodom, they 
would have acted like lightning-rods to those cities, 
and have saved them. 

You know how useful the light is which shines 
out from the sun. Well, Jesus compares Christians 
to the light : he said to his disciples, " Ye are the 
light of the world." If we were travelling along a 
dangerous road, full of pits and precipices, the light 
would be very useful to show us where the road lay, 
and how we might keep out of the pits along the road. 
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Now, in living in this world, we are travelling along 
a road that is full of dangers; bat true Christians 
are the only ones who can see these dangers, and 
know how to avoid them. Qod teaches them Uiis by 
his blessed Spirit ; and for this reason they are com- 
pared to the light. And if we would be like lights 
in the world, showing people the dangers that are 
about them, and how they may escape those dangers 
and get to heaven at last, then we must become true 
Christians. This means that we must have our wicked 
hearts changed, and learn to love Jesus and be like 
him. To be a Christian is to be like Jesus. Being 
baptized and belonging to the Church will not make 
us true Christians, unless our hearts are changed and 
we are taught to love Jesus. And we never can begin 
to do good in the right way until we become Chiis- 
tians ourselves. Here, for instance, is a watch. A 
watch is a very useful thing : it is useful to tell the 
time of day. The inside of the watch is full of works. 
In the midst of these works is what is called the main- 
spring : it is the main-spring which makes the watch 
go and keep good time. But suppose the main-spiing 
of my watch is broken, will it keep time ) No, Well, 
then, if I want my watch to go about with me ^^ doing 
good'' or being useful, what must I do with it % Take 
it to the watchmaker, and get a new main-spring put 
in it. But you and I are just like a watch. Our 
hearts are Hke the main-spring. A wicked heart is 
like a broken main-spring. K you have a wicked 
heart — a heart that has not been changed — you can- 
not begin to be useful, or to ''go about doing good** 
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in the right way. You must take your heart to Jesus 
and ask him to change it ; to give you a new heart — 
to put a new main-spring in the broken watch of your 
souL Then it will be ready to keep time — to do good, 
or to be useful in the right way. And you need not 
wait till you grow up to be men and women before 
you do this : you may do it now. 

One day a lady was teaching a class of little girls 
in a Sunday school. She was talking to them about 
the very thing of which I am now speaking to you. 
"My dear children," she said, "how soon may we 
give our hearts to God, and become true Christians 1" 
They did not answer at first. Then she spoke to 
them one by one. Turning to the oldest scholar in 
the class, she asked, — 

" What do you say, Mary V* 

" When we are thirteen." 

" What do you say, Jane?" 

" When we are ten." 

" What do you say, Susan ?" 

" When we are six." 

At last she came to little Lillie, the youngest scholar 
in the class. 

" Well, Lillie," she said, " and how soon do you 
think we may give our hearts to Grod ?" 

" Just as soon as we feel that we are sinners, and 
know who God is," said Lillie. 

How beautiful an answer that was, and how true ! 
Yes ; " as soon as you feel that you are a sinner and 
know who God is," you may give him your heart and 
become a Christian. 
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7%w w the Jirit way in which we should try to bt 
doing good — hy becoming Chrisliaiu ovndoei. 




Bvt the geeond way in which we are to do good, it 

by TBYINO TO HAKS OTHERS CHRISTIANS. 

Suppose you were travelliDg through a hot, sandy 
desert with a company of friends. Toa have no 
water, and are almost perishing from thirst. Ton 
separate from one another, and go in different direo- 
tions searching for water. Presently yon find a spring 
of clear, cool, beautiful water. You kneel down and 
take a nice long drink. And then, what would be 
the next thing you would dol Why, at the top 
of your voice yon would cry out: "Water! water! 
dome this way — here is water I" You would want 
your friends to come and drink of the water that had 
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xefineshed you. And this is just the way we should 
feel when we become Christians oui-selves. We should 
want to have our friends and others become Christians 
tea We should feel just as the little heathen girl 
did in England. She had been taken from the island 
of New Zealand to England, with the children of some 
niiasionaries, to be educated. While there she be- 
oune a Christian. Before this she was so pleased 
with living in England that she did not care about 
gqing back to her own country. But as soon as she 
learned to love Jesus she became very anxious to go 
luime; and when some of her friends tried to per- 
miade her to stay where she was, she said : '' Do you 
tiiink I can keep the good news to myself? No ; I 
WEmt to go home and tell my friends there about 
Jesos.'" She was trying to do good in this second toay 
that we are now speaking of. 

Some time ago an old man gave his heart to Jesus, 
and became a Christian. Soon after this he began to 
think how he could make himself useful and be doing 
good. He had a great many friends who were very 
wicked men. He was very anxious that these should 
become Christians too. He made out a list of the 
names of his old assoc&tes. When he had finished 
this list and counted it over, he found that it con- 
tained one hundred and sixteen names. Some of 
these were infidels, some were drunkards, and some 
were among the worst men in the town where he 
Hved. He began to pray for these people. He talked 
to them when he had an opportunity, and gave them 
tracts and good books to read. Some refused to listen 

(609) 11 
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to him, and others made fun of him ; but still he went 
on praying and working for them, and trying to do 
them good. And what was the result 1 Why, within 
two years from the time when that old man became 
a Christian, one hundred of the persons whose names 
were on his list had become Christians too. That was 
doing good indeed. 

A Chiistian gentleman was travelling on a steam- 
boat. He took some tracts out and scattered them 
about for the passengers to read. Many were glad to 
get them, and read them carefully. But one gentle- 
man was there who disliked religion and religious 
people very much. He took one of the tracts and 
doubled it up, and then deliberately took out his pen- 
knife and cut it all up into little pieces. He then 
held up his hand and scattered the pieces over the 
side of the boat, to show his contempt for religion. 
When he had done this he saw one of the pieces 
sticking to his coat. He picked it off and looked at 
it a moment before throwing it away. On one side 
of that bit of paper was only one word : it was the 
word " God." He turned it over : on the other side 
was the word " eternity." He threw away the bit of 
paper. He got rid of that easily enough ; but those 
two solemn words, " God" and " eternity," he could 
not get rid of. He tried drinking, he tried gambling, 
to drive those words from his mind ; but it was of no 
use. They haunted him wherever he went, and he 
never had any comfort tUl he became a Christian. 
That little piece of paper, with those two words upon 
it, was the means of his conversion. 
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- But now let me tell you a story to show you how 
d Sunday-school scholar may do good in the way of 
"^hich I am speaking. Little Mary was a Sunday- 
school scholar. Her mother was dead, and she tried 
lo take her place in the family as much as she could. 
Her father never went to church, but, to Mary's great 
grief^ was getting into the way of going to the tavern 
at night, and would sometimes come home drunk. 
Mary had a very kind and faithful Sunday-school 
teacher. Through God's blessing on her prayers and 
teadiing, Mary became a Christian. She had always 
loved her father ; but now she loved him more than 
ever. She was very anxious that he should become 
a -Christian. But what could she do ? She knew, if 
she should speak to him about it, he would be very 
angry. After thinking and praying over it a great 
deal, she took a slip of paper and wrote upon it: 
"Papa, won't you be a Christian?" This she left 
Hpon the table in his room. In the morning when he 
got up it was almost the first thing that met his eyes. 
He read it over — " Papa, won't you be a Christian?" 
He tore it in little pieces, and throwing it on the 
floor, stamped on it with his feet. Mary was sorry, 
but she did not give up. The next night she wrote 
again, " Papa, do be a Christian," and left it in the 
same place. Her father read it. He was angry, but 
did not tear it as before : he put it in his pocket, and 
went out. All that day the words were ringing in 
his ears : " Papa, c^ be a Christian." They made him 
think of his mother and the prayers she taught him, 
and his heart began to soften. That night Mary 
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wrote on another slip of paper : " Papa, won't yon bo 
a Christian 1 Tell Mary." In the morning she was 
up very early, and busy about the breakfast, but 
listening with a beating heart to the sounds that 
came from her father's room. She heard the bit of 
paper rustle in his hands, and then these words — 
** Mary ! where are you, Mary?" In a moment she 
was sobbing in her father's arms, with her face dose 
to his — feeling I cannot tell you how happy. That 
was the beginning of a great change in her home : 
her father soon became a Christian. Mary was a 
feeble little girl, yet she was the means of doing a 
great deal of good. 

The second way of doing good is by trying to make 
others Christians. 

The third way of doing good w, by helping THE 

SICK AND POOR. 

When Jesus was on earth, while ready to do good 
to all men, he was always especially ready to help the 
poor. He kept company with them more than with 
the rich. He did everything in his power to help 
and comfort them. He told his disciples that when- 
ever they did a kindness to one of his poor, he would 
consider it as done to himself. He said that even 
" a cup of cold water" given to one of them would be 
remembered and rewarded by him. And the Apostle 
James tells us that a great part of true religion con- 
sists in " visiting the fatherless and widows " — that 
means, the poor and the sick in their affliction — and 
in trying to help and comfort them. How singular 
it is that we find poor people everywhere ! God 
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might have made the world without having poor 
people in it. But he thought it best to have poor 
people. He says in the Bible : "I will leave in the 
midst of you an afflicted and iKX)r people." One 
reason why God does this is, that we might have an 
opportunity of " doing good" by trying to help and 
comfort the poor and afflicted. And this is a work 
that every one can help in. Young people are apt to 
think that it is only their fathers and mothei*s, and 
persons who are grown up, who can do good by visit- 
ing and helping poor and sick people. But this is a 
great mistake. Children can do good in this way as 
well as grown people. 

Let me tell you what good a little girl did in the 
way of which I am now speaking, and then you can 
see what you may do, if you are willing to try. 

Mary Parsons was a bright, happy little girl ; and 
the reason why she was so happy was that she was 
always trying to do good to somebody. One day a 
lady who lived in their neighbourhood called in to 
see Mary's mother. This lady had just been visiting 
a poor old woman who lived not far off from them, 
and she stepped in to talk about her. The poor old 
woman was eighty-six years old. She lived by her- 
self in a dark, damp cellar. She had no money and 
no relatives, and had nothing to live on but what the 
kind neighbours sent in to her from time to time. 
Mary- listened with great interest while the lady was 
speaking, and^hen she said : " O mother, please let 
me carry her over some breakfast and dinner every 
day; we have so much left — much more than she 
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could eat." Mary was so earnest aboat it, that bar 
mother said she might do it. And there you might 
have Been this little girl, after break&st and after 
dinner each daj, filling a small basket with nice 
things from the table, and carrying them down the 
street w> old Mrs. Gordon. Many a fine apple, and- 
peach, and plum, and pear she slipped into the basket 




for the poor old woman. No matter how t 
her little sisters were for Mary to play with them — 
no matter whether it waa hot or cold, wet or dry — 
Mary never got tired, and never forgot to have the 
breakfast and dinner ready for her old friend. Some- 
times she would take the Bible and read some of its 
beautiful chapters ; for the poor woman was almost 
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blind, and to hear God's precious Word read was a 
great comfort to her. Sometimes Mary would take 
her doll's frocks and sit down by her side and chat 
away merrily to amuse her. 

And how do you suppose old Mrs. Gordon felt 
towards this dear child for all her kindness 1 When 
she was speaking about her one day, her eyes tilled 
with tears as she said : " Oh ! she brings a ray of sun- 
shine with her every time she comes, and it seems to 
brighten my dark room long after she is gone. God 
bless her ! She is one of the dear lambs of Jesus, I 
am sure." 

"Now, you see how beautifully Mary was doing 
good in this third way that I am speaking of. Yet 
Mary Parsons was only eight years old when she 
l>egan to do this. Is there no poor old woman or 
sick and hungry child in your neighbourhood, to 
whom you can take food from your table that would 
not be missed? " Jesus went about doing good." 
See if you cannot follow his example in this third way, 
by hdping the sick and poor. 

The /ourth and last way of doing good, of which I 
would speak, is by being kind to all. 

Jesus was all the time speaking kind words and 
doing kind things. See ! there he is entering into a 
city called Nain. As he draws near, there is a 
funeral coming out. The dead person is a young 
man, "the only son of his mother, and she is a 
widow." Ah ! how sad and sorrowful she feels, as 
she follows her darling boy to the grave! How 
lonely she will feel when she goes back to her empty 
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house ! Her heart is almost broken. Jesus knows 
how she feels. He pities her. With a kind and 
tender voice he says to her, " Weep not." But how 
can she help weeping when her only son is deadi 
Jesus knows this ; so he stops the funeral. He goes 
up to the corpse, and says : " Young man, I say 
unto thee. Arise ! " In a moment he opens his eyes. 
He gets up ; and Jesus gives him back, alive, to the 
arms of his rejoicing mother. Ah ! that was doing 
good indeed ! We can't do good in that way. True; 
but we can do good by kindness in many ways. 

One day a gentleman saw two boys going along 
one of the streets in New York. They were bare- 
footed. Their clothes were ragged and dirty, and 
tied together by pieces of string. One of the boys 
was perfectly happy over a half-withered bunch of 
flowers which he had just picked up in the street. 
" I say, Billy," said he to his companion, " wasn't 
somebody real good to drop these 'ere posies jest 
where I could find them — and they're so pooty and 
nice? Look sharp, Billy; mebby you'll find some- 
thing bimeby." Presently the gentleman heard his 
merry voice again, saying : " Oh ! jolly, Billy ! if here 
ain't 'most half a peach; and 'tain't much dirty, 
neither. 'Cause you hain't found nothin', you may 
bite first." Billy was just going to take a very little 
taste of it, when his companion said : ^*Bite bigger, 
Billy; mebby we'll find another 'fore long." What 
a noble heart that poor boy had, in spite of his rags 
and dirt ! He was " doing good " in the fourth way 
that we are speaking of. There was nobody for him 
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"to be kind to but his companion in poverty — the poor 
Tagged boy at his side. But he was showing him 
all the kindness in his power when he said : " Bite 
bigger, Billy." There was nothing gree<ly, nothing 
selfish, about that boy. His conduct shows us how 
even a poor ragged beggar-boy can do good by show- 
ing kindness. 

" Bite bigger, Billy ; mebby we'll find another 
'fore long." Who can help admiring the noble heart 
of that poor boy ! I would rather have that boy's 
kind and generous spirit, than have a monarch's 
crown upon my head without it. " Bite bigger, 
Billy." Think of these words, if you are ever tempted 
to be unkind or selfish to your companions. 

1 remember reading, not long ago, about a man 
and his wife who were known to Uve very unhappily 
together. They were said to be the most quarrel- 
some people in the whole village in which they lived. 
They wouldn't bear the least thing from each other. 
like a cat and dog, there was a constant snarling, and 
growling, and quarrelling between them. But all at 
onoe it was observed by some of their neighbours 
that a great change had passed over them. They 
didn't quarrel any more ; no harsh, cross words 
passed between them. Instead of this, they were 
observed to be gentle and kind to each other ; and 
their house, from being a scene of constant strife, 
became the home of peace and happiness. Of course, 
this excited a good deal of surpiise in the neighbour- 
hood. Everybody was wondeiing what had happened 
to old Mr. and Mrs. Snarling. 
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At last an old lady in the neighbourhood, whom 
we may call Miss Inquisitive, felt that she couldn't 
stand it any longer. She must find out what it was. 
So she paid a visit to their house, and said : *^ Mrs. 
Snarling, everybody in the village is talking about 
the wonderful change which has come over you and 
your husband, but nobody seems to know what it's 
owing to ; so I thought I would just come in and ask 
you what it is which has produced this change." 

" I am glad to see you, Miss Inquisitive," said 
Mrs. Snarling. ^* The change, I assure you, has been 
a very happy one to us. It has been brought about 
by two bears" 

" Two bears ! " exclaimed Miss Inquisitive, lifting 
up her hands in astonishment. 

" Yes, two bears ; and I'm very glad they ever 
came into our house." 

" But what in nature do you mean 1 " 

" I mean two Scripture bears." 

" Two Scripture bears ! Why, you puzzle me more 
and more." 

" It's true, though." 

" I don't remember reading in Scripture of any 
two bears, except those that ate up the wicked chil- 
dren who mocked the prophet Elisha; and they must 
have been dead long ago." 

" Yes ; but there are two other bears mentioned 
in Scripture." 

" Pray tell me where they are spoken of, for Tm 
sure I don't recollect 'em." 

" We read about one of them in Gal. vL 2, where 
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it says : * Bear ye one another's burdens ; * and we 
read about the other in Eph. iv. 2, where it says: 
'Forbearing one another in love.* Their names are 
Bear and Forbear." 

" WeD, I*m sure ! " said Miss Inquisitive ; and 
away she went home. 

The simple meaning of it was, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Snarling had become Christians, and had taken these 
two Scripture bears home to live with them. How 
I wish you would all take these two bears home with 
you this afternoon. Yes, and keep them there. Let 
them stay in the nursery, in the diningroom, in the 
chamber where you sleep, and in the playroom. 
Take them with you when you go to school; make 
them your companions wherever you go. They make 
no noise ; they cost nothing to keep. They can do 
no harm, but they may do a great deal of good. Oh ! 
if these two bears were only allowed to come into 
every house and dwell there, how much trouble and 
sorrow it would prevent, and how much good it 
would do ! 

Now we have spoken of four ways in which we 
may do good : hy hecomhig Christians ourselves; by 
trying to make others Christians; by helping the sick 
and poor; and by being kind to all. 

" Jesus went about doing good." Let us all pray 
that God may give us grace to become like him. 



^'^^^^ 
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gUR text for last month's sermon told ns 
what Jesus did. He " went about doing 

^ Our text to-day tella us what 

clots' Jeaus said. He said : " It is more blessed 
V to gi*"^ than to receive." It ia very plea- 

sant to hear people talk about things with which we 
know that thej are well acquainted; but if a person 
attempts to speak to us on eoine subject which we 
are sure beforehand that he knows nothing at all 
about, — why, nobody wants to hear him. Suppose 
some one should give notice that he was going to 
deliver a lecture about the way in which houses are 
built in the moon, would you care about going to 
hear him t No. And why not 1 You would say at 
once, " The man doesn't know anything about that." 
But suppose that our noble townsman, Dr. Eane, 
after he had spent two winters up towards the North 
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Pole, should have given notice that he was going to 
lecture about the Polar Regions, shouldn't we all have 
been very anxious to go and hear him? Yes; for 
we should say : ^^ He has been there himself, and he 
knows all about those regions." We like to hear 
people speak of things which we are sure that they 
understand. 

Well, when Jesus said, " It is more blessed to give 
than to receive," did he understand what he was 
speaking about? Yes; he understood it well. He 
knew all about it. And everything that Jesus said 
was true; and nothing was ever more true than 
these words of our text. Some people don't believe 
that it is more blessed to give than to receive ; but 
Jesus says it is so, and he knows best. 

Our sermon to-day will be about the blessedness of 
givifng. 

I wish to give you three reasons why it is more 
blessed to give than to receive. The first reason is, 

THAT IT IS MORE LIKE GOD. 

God is the greatest of all givers. It tells us in 
one place in the Bible, that he is " the giver of eveiy 
good and perfect gift." It tells us in another place 
that he '^ giveth to all life and breath, and all things." 
Who gave us our hands to work with ? God. Who 
gave us our feet to walk with ] God. Who gave us 
our ears to hear, and our tongues to talk with ? God. 
Who gave us our minds to think, and our hearts to 
love with? €rod. Who gave us these lungs to 
breathe with? God. And who gives us the air, 
£re8h and good, which we are breathing through these 
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lungs all the time? God. We wake up eyery 
mommg, and find the beautiful light coming into our 
windows ; who gives us the light 1 God. Yes ; God 
has been giving light to the world for six thousand 
years, and in all that time he has never stopped 
giving for a single moment. We sit down to our 
tables three times a day when we are hungry, and 
there is good nourishing food for us to eat; who 
gives us that foodi God. Wo go out in the 
summer-time to take a long walk. The sun is hot^ 
and the road is dusty. After a while we become 
very thirsty, — our tongues are parched, our throats 
are dry ; wo long for a drink of water. Presently 
we come to a spring. There is a shady dell by the 
roadside; beautiful green moss covers the rocks 
around the spring. At the foot of the rocks is a 
large natural basin of clear, cool, crystal water. In 
the middle of the basin, we see the fountain bubbling 
up through the clean white sand and little pebbles 
at the bottom. We stoop down and drink. How 
cool ! — how sweet ! — ^how refreshing it is ! Who 
gives us this nice cool water? God. Yes; God 
gives us our health, our strength, our clothes, our 
friends, our teachers, our parents, our homes, our 
churches, our ministers, our Bibles. We cannot 
mention a single thing we have that is necessary for 
us, or that helps to make us comfortable, that does 
not come from God. The Bible tells us that God 
" gives us richly all things to enjoy." 

I was reading lately of a little boy, who was trying 
to be like God, by being a giver. He loved to give. 
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He would go to 'his father sometimes half-a-dozen 
times in a day, with his bright eye sparkling, and his 
little round iace all in a glow, and say : ** Pa, I want 
H penny to give to a poor beggar at the door," or 
" to the organ-grinder," or " to the little girl that 
wants cold victuals." And then on Sunday morn- 
ings he would come and ask for something for the 
Sunday-school missionary society, and for many 
other things. His father wanted him to fonn the 
habit of giving while he was young; and so he 
always let him have what he wanted for these good 
objects. 

But one day, when he came to ask for something, 
his father said to him : ^' My son, don't you think 
you give away a great deal of money ? " 

" Why, yes, pa," said he ; " and I do so love to 
give. 

" But then you come to me for all you give. It's 
not your own money that you are so liberal with." 

This seemed to be a new thought to the little 
fellow ; and he turned away to his play, perplexed a 
little by what his father had said to him. Presently, 
however, he came running back. 

" Papa," he asked, " who gives you the money 
that you give away ? " 

" I earn it by hard labour, my son." 

" But who gives you strength to labour with, pa 1 " 
asked the little fellow. 

" God gives us our strength," said his father. 

"And, pa, haven't you often told me that God 
gives us everything 1" 
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" Tes, my son ; every good thing we have God 

" Well, pa, I love to give away the money you 
give me. Don't you love to give away the money God 
gives you f " 

The father hugged the littlo pr&ttler in his arms 
and kissed him, gave him vhat he wanted, and let 
him go ; and then that father sat down to think over 




the question which his dear child had asked him. 
Like a great many other people, he had forgotten 
that the money which he had was not his oviti, but 
Qod's. All the money in the world belongs to Ood. 
In one place in the Bible God says : " The gold is 
mine, and the silver is mine" (Hag. ii. 8). God 
doesn't (pve us money to keep,— he only lends it to 
ua, to use for him, and to do good with it. And 
when we die, he will call us to give him an accoant 
of the use we have made of it. God loves to give, 
and he lovee to have bb people give. Qod is such a 
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wonderful giver, that when he found that we couldn't 
be saved or be happy in any other way, *' he gave his 
only begotten Son" to die for us. And when we 
learn to give, and love to give, we become like God 
in this respect. 

" It is more blessed to give than to receive," then, 
because U is more like God. 

This is our first reason. 

7%6 second reason is^ that it is more useful. We can 
do more good by giving than by receiving. Suppose 
Qod should stop giving for just one day, what would 
be the consequence? We should all die. Every- 
thing would perish. The world, the whole universe 
would go to ruin. Only think, then, how useful it ia 
to us that God is a giver ! Gimng is more useful 
TO OURSELVES than receiving^ and it is more useful to 
OTHERS too. 

Now, everybody will admit that it is more useful 
to others to give than to receive; but that it ia 
more useful to ov/rsehes, as well as to others, may not 
appear quite so plain. Yet it is true. 

For instance : suppose I want to have my arm be- 
come very strong. I ask one of my friends what ia 
the best way to make my arm strong. He says to 
me: "Carry it in a sling, and don't use it at all. 
When you use your arm you waste its strength, and 
the more you use it the weaker it will get. But if 
you carry it in a sling without using it, it will become 
stronger every day." Well, I take his advice. I put 
my arm in a slins:, a^d don't use it for anythin£^. 
But I find afterl while that my ax-m is ^wi^ 

(6«») 12 
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thinner and weaker all the time. Its strength is 
wasting away every day. This won't do. Then I 
ask another friend how I shall make my arm strong. 
He gives me advice the very opposite of what the 
other gave me. He says : " Take your arm out of 
that sling. Go to work at sawing or splitting wood. 
Use your arm all you can. The more you use it, 
properly, the stronger it will grow. Look at that 
blacksmith. Ho is wielding that heavy hammer all 
the time, and see what an arm of strength he has 
got!" 

I take this friend's advice. I throw away the 
sling, and use my arm all I can. And now I find 
my arm growing stronger every day. Proper exercise 
for the arm, is the best way to make it strong. 

And what is true of the arm is true of the heart 
too. Our hearts will grow larger, and stronger, and 
better by proper exercise. And what do you suppose 
is the proper exercise for the heart 1 Why, giving. 
If we are not in the habit of giving, our hearts have 
no proper exercise. We are carrying them in a 
sling. A good many people ca/rry their hea/rta in a 
sling aM their lives. And the consequence is that their 
hearts grow narrow and little, and good for nothing. 
They become shrivelled and dried. If they would 
begin to exercise their hearts by giving, they would 
find that what Jesus said is true : " It is more blessed 
to give than to receive." It is more usefvZ to ourselves. 
Did you ever hear the fable of " the Selfish Pool and 
the Liberal Spring"? This illustrates the point 
before us so nicely, that I must bring it in here. 



THE POOL AND THE SPRING. 179 

There was a little spring or fountain away up 
among the mountains. It sent out a little stream of 
water, and said to it : " Now hurry down the moun- 
tain's side, and pour this water into the river that 
flows through yonder plain." Away went the stream, 
shining like a silver thread, and sparkling like a 
diamond,*as it hurried on to bear its water to the 
river. Presently the stream passed by a stagnant 
pool. " Hallo, Mr. Streamlet !" cried the pool, "where 
are you going in such a huiTy]" 

"Tm going to the river, to carry it this water 
which Grod has given me." 

"You're a very silly creature," said the pool. 
" Don't you know that the summer will be here by- 
and-by ; and if you give away your water now, when 
the hot sun shines upon you, you'll dry up and 
perish r' 

" Well," said the . streamlet, " if I am to die so 
soon, I had better work while the day lasts. If I am 
likely to lose this treasure from the heat, I had better 
do good with it while I have it. Good-bye, Miss 
Pool," said the stream ; and away it went, blessing 
and rejoicing everything in its course. 

The pool smiled at what she considered the folly 
of the stream, and said to herself: "You silly 
creature ! I won't part with a drop of my water, 
but will keep it all for my own use when the hot 
days of summer come." 

Presently the heat of summer came, and fell upon 
that little stream. But the trees crowded to its 
brink, and threw their sheltering branches over it, 
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for it had brought life and refreshment to them. The 
sun peeped through the branches, and smiled upon 
its dimpled face, — seeming to say, " Oh, I won't hurt 
you !" The little birds sipped its silver tide and 
sang its praises ; the flowers breathed their fragrance 
on its bosom ; and the beasts of the fields loved to 
linger by its banks : and thus it went on, blessing 
and blessed of all. 

But what about the prudent, selfish pool] It 
didn't believe that " it is more blessed to give than to 
receive." It kept its waters. It became stagnant 
and unhealthy. The water grew thick and disagree- 
able. A green scum gathered on the surface of it. 
Neither the birds or beasts would drink of it. Even 
the frogs hopped away from it ; and as the sun grew 
hotter and hotter it dried up altogether. 

But did the little stream dry up ? Oh no ! Grod 
took care of that. It carried its water to the river. 
The river bore it to the sea. The sun shone upon 
the sea and warmed it. The vapours rose from its 
surface and formed clouds. The clouds floated away 
and emptied themselves in rain upon the mountains. 
The little fountain was kept supplied, and though it 
gave away its water so freely it never dried up. 

What a beautiful illustration this fable aflbrds of 
the truth and meaning of our Saviour's words when 
he said: ** It is more blessed to give than to receive." 
It is 80 hecav^e it is more useful. It is mo7*e useful to 
ov/rsdves. 

But it is more useful to others as well as to our- 
selves. 
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If we keep our money without using it, what good 
will it do either to ourselves or others 1 There waa 
once a Scottish nobleman whose name and title was 
Lord Braco. He was very rich, but very miserly. 
He kept his own accounts himself, instead of having 
a steward to keep them like other rich men, because 
he was unwilling to pay the salary of a steward. All 
the money he got he had changed into gold and 
silver, which he kept locked up in great iron chests 
in a strong vault. He was so close and stingy about 
money, that one day when a farmer, who rented a 
ferm from him, came to pay his rent, the money he 
brought was just one farthing short — and, would you 
believe it ? he made the man go all the way back to 
his home, a distance of several miles, and get that 
fjEurthing, before he would give him a receipt. 

Well, when it was all settled, the farmer said: 
" Now, Braco, 1*11 give you a shilling, if you'll let me 
see all the silver and gold you've got." 

"Agreed," said the miserly lord. Then he took 
him into his yault, and opened the great iron chests, 
full of gold and silver, so that he could see it all. 
Then the faimer gave him the promised shilling, and 
said, " Now, Braco, I'm as rich as you are." 

" Ay, mon," said his lordship, " and how can that 
ber 

" Because Tve looked at your gold and silver, and 
that is all you will ever do with it." 

The farmer was right. Lord Brace's gold and 
silver would do no good, either to himself or any one 
else, while it was locked up unused. 
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Now, let US take an example of a different kind. 
Some years ago, the teachers of a certain Sunday 
school were making up a box of things to send to a 
missionary-station in India. The scholars of the 
school were invited to bring anything they had to 
give, and put it in the box. One poor little girl in 
the school was very anxious to send something in the 
box; but all she had in the world to give was a 
single penny. She resolved to give this. She 
bought a tract with that penny, and gave the tract 
to her teacher to put in the box. It was put in. 
The box went across the great ocean. It was opened 
at a missionary-station at Burdwan in India. That 
tract fell into the hands of the son of one of the 
chiefs of Burdwan. The reading of that tract led 
him to become a Christian. Then he was very 
anxious that others should become Christians too. 
He began to t^alk about Jesus in his family. He 
distributed tracts and Christian books round about 
in the neighbourhood where he lived. Being a yoimg 
man of great influence, his example had a wonderful 
effect. In one year fifteen hundred of the natives of 
that part of the country gave up their idolatry, were 
baptized, and became Christians, through the labours 
of that young prince. And all this good resulted 
from the one tract bought by that poor little girl's 
single penny. Now, think of all this good being 
done by one penny, and then think of all Lord 
Braco*s gold and silver lying useless, and you must 
admit that it is more blessed to give than to receive 
or keep. It is more usefvl. 
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Bfit the third reason why it is more blessed to give 
than to receive is, tliat there is more happiness in it. 

One of the great secrets of being hap[)y is to be 
doing good, or trying to make others hap[)y. But to 
do this we must learn to be givera. Here I have a 
nice story to show you how true this is. 

Little Eobert Manly was only about five years 
old. Yet, young as he was, he liked to have his own 
way. He thought a great deal about pleasing him- 
self; and this is not at all the best way to be happy. 
A very poor family lived down the lane behind his 
mother's house. The father of this family was a 
drunkard. He was very cruel to his wife and chil- 
dren, and often beat them. 

One day this poor woman came to Robert's mother 
to beg a little new milk for her sick baby. Mrs. 
Manly had none to spare, except what she had saved 
for Robert's supper. "But I will give the poor 
creature this," she said, " for Robert can do without 
his milk for once." At supper-time his mother told 
him how she had given away his milk for the poor 
sick baby. Robert didn't like this at all. He pouted 
and cried. He refused to eat his bread and butter, 
and kept muttering about the milk being his^ and 
nobody else having any right to it. 

His mother was very sorry to see him so selfish, 
and she lifted up her heart in prayer to Grod that he 
would take away these bad feelings, and make him 
a better boy. The next day she took Robert with 
her to see this poor family, thinking that the sight 
of their misery would do him good. So they went 
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down the lane to visit the drunkard's family. How 
cold and forlorn everything seemed there ! It made 
little Robert shiver to look round on that cheerless 
home. The poor woman thanked Mrs. Manly over 
and over again for the new milk. "It kept the 
baby still all night," she said. "Her father didn't 
beat her, — for he beats her when he comes home 
drunk and finds her crpng. Poor thing ! she can't 
help it. She's hungry, and wants something nour- 
ishing." 

" But I don't know as I can spare you any more," 
said Robert's mother ; " I want to very much, but " 
— and she stopped. 

" Oh," said the woman, " I know I can't expect it 
every night ; you're very good, and I'm very much 
obliged to you." 

" Is there anything else I could do for you ?" asked 
Robert's mother. 

" Nothing, thank you, now ; the most is a drop of 
new milk," she said, sighing, and kissing her poor 
sick baby. 

As they walked home, Robert didn't say a word, 
though he was generally very talkative. He seemed 
to be thinking earnestly about something. His 
mother said nothing, but prayed in her heart that 
God would teach him to feel and do what was right. 
At supper-time, Robert's bowl of milk was set by his 
plate. He did not come to the table, but sat looking 
in the fire. 

" Come, Robert," said his father. 

He obeyed, but gently shoved his bowl of milk on 
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one side. In a few minutes he went to his mother's 
side, and said in a whisper : *' Mother, may I take 
my milk to the poor sick baby V 

" Yes, my son," said his mother. 

He went into the kitchen, and presently Mary, 
the girl, came in and carried out the milk. Nothing 
was seen of the little fellow for some time. By-and- 
by he came bounding into the room, covered over 
with snowflakes, and shouting cheerfully : " Mother, 
the baby's got the milk ; Mary and I took it to her. 
Now she'll sleep, won't she? Her mother said, *Grod 
bless you, my child ! ' That was to me ; and, mother, 
my milk tastes very good to-night" (smacking his 
lips) — " I mean my »o milk" 

Yes; little Robert was proving the truth of our 
Savioui''s words, " It is more blessed to give than to 
receive," when he smacked his lips and said the "no 
milk" was better than the milk. It made him happier 
to give his milk to the poor sick baby than to drink 
it himself. 

I want to give you one other illustration of this ' 
part of our sermon before I close. 

There lived an old man in Grermany named Gerard 
Steiner. He had three sons : Adolphus, the oldest ; 
Henry, the second ; and little Bernard, the youngest. 
One day he called the boys to him. He had an open 
letter in his hand, which he had just been reading. 

" My dear boys," said their father, " this letter is 
from your kind Uncle Bernard. He is very ill. The 
doctor says he cannot live, and he has sent for me to 
oome and see him before he dies. I shall probably be 
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away all the summer. I hope you will be good boys 
while I am gone. And here is a message for you from 
your dying uncle ; listen to it attentively. He says : 
* Give a handful of grain to each of the three boys, 
when you leave them to come to me, and tell them to 
do with it what they think best during your absence; 
and when you return, you will decide who has made 
the best use of it, and will reward that one according 
as I shall tell you.' " 

Mr. Steiner then gave each boy his handful of 
grain, and started on his journey. 

He was absent a long while. One day, at the close 
of summer, little Bernard stood watching at the open 
window. Presently a carriage drove up to the door, 
and an elderly gentleman got out, holding a small tin 
box in his hand. 

" Oh, father's come ! father's come !" cried Bernard. 
The boys all rushed out and threw their arms round 
their father's neck, and told him how glad they were 
to see him again, after his long absence. 

" And I am very glad to see you all looking so 
well, my dear boys," said Mr. Steiner, as he stooped 
down and gave each of them a kiss. 

Then they all entered the house. Mr. Steiner now 
placed the tin box that he held in his hand upon the 
table ; and taking a small key from his pocket, opened 
it, and took out a piece of parchment, which contained 
the will of his brother, Bernard Steiner. 

The boys looked on sorrowfully, while their Neither, 
with trembling hand, unfolded the will, and said : — 

** I had the sad pleasure^ my dear boys, of being 
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with your dear uncle when he died. He died a 
peaceful, happy death. In this, his last will, he 
leaves all his property to the one of you that I shall 
decide has made the best use of the handful of grain 
that I gave each of you before I left home. Now 
let me hear, my children, what you have done with 
it" 

" I," said Adolphus, ** have saved mine. I put it 
in a small wooden box, in a dry place, and it's just 
as fresh as the day that you gave it me." 

"My son," said his father in a stem voice, "you 
have laid by the grain, and what has it profited 
either yourself or any one else ] Nothing. So it is 
with money; laid up, or kept, it does no good to any. 
Thai is not the right use to make of it. 

" Well, Henry," said Mr. Steiner, turning to his 
next son, " what have you done with your handful of 
grain?" 

" I ground it to flour, father, and had a nice sweet 
cake made of it, which I have eaten." 

" Foolish boy ! " he exclaimed ; " and now it's all 
gone. You used it for yourself alone : that was not 
the best use to make of the grain ; neither is it the 
best use to make of money." And then, drawing his 
youngest son to him, he said : " What use has my little 
Bernard made of the handful of grain I gave him % " 

The child smiled, and clasping his father's hand, 
said: " Come with me, father, and I will show you." 

They all followed the boy as he led the way to- 
wards a field, belonging to his father, at some dis- 
tance from the house. 
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" See, father," exclaimed the happy child; " I sowed 
my handful of grain in the earth, and there you see 
what has become of it," — pointing with delight to a 
corner of the field where the tall, slender grain was 
growing, laden with its golden ears, and waving and 
rustling beneath the gentle breeze. 

The father smiled, and resting his hand upon the 
head of Bernard, said : — 

" You have done well, my son. You sowed the 
gi'ain in the earth, and it has yielded a bountiful 
harvest. This was the best use to make of it. Your 
uncle's fortune belongs to you. Use it as wisely as 
you have the handful of grain. Don't lay it up, as 
Adolphus did. Don't use it for yourself alone, as 
Henry did. Use it freely for others — ^for the poor, 
for the widow and the fatherless, for the little ones of 
Chiist ; and he will remember it, and reward you 
abundantly, and you will find how true his own 
words were, when he said, * It is more blessed to give 
than to receive.' " 

There is more happiness in, giving than in receiving. 
Little Kobert felt this when he gave his millr to the 
sick baby ; and little Bernard felt the same, when 
he sowed his handful of grain in the earth, instead of 
keeping it, or eating it, as his brothers had done. 

Now, we have had three reasons why it is more 
blessed to give than to receive. The first reason is, 
tJiat it is more Wee God, The second is, that it is m<yre 
useful. The third is, that there is more happiness in 
it. 

And now, my dear young friends, I wonder how 
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many of you really believe that these words of Jesus 
are true 1 If you do believe them, you will show it 
by leaming to give. If you have money to give, 
give that. If you have no money, then you can set 
up to be givers without any money. You can give 
kind words. You can give kind actions. Jesus says, 
if you give " a cup of cold water to one of the leixst 
of his people, you shall in no wise lose your reward." 
Form the habit of giving while you are young, and 
it will be a great blessing to you all your life. 

But there is one thing especially that God wants 
you to give to him. It is something which each of you 
has, and each of you can give, if you will. God says, 
" Give me thine heart." " It is more blessed to give" 
this to God, than to receive anything or everything 
the world contains. Who will make this gift to-day ] 





fathering the Jfragmcnts: '^imc anb 
^notolcigc. 

"Oitheiap tbe frigmsiita — thM nolhlDi- be loat,"— Johh vL UL 

SEK Jesus spoke these words, lie had jnst 
been performing a great miracle. A vast 
congregation of five thousand people had 
collected around him. Some of them had 
e from a great distance. They had 
heard him preach, but were unwilling to go home as 
soon aa the preaching was over. They wanted to Btay 
and hear him again. They had seen him work 
miracles. He had healed the sick, opened the eyes 
of the blind, and made the lame whole, and they wen 
anxious to stay and see more of his wonderful works 
performed. But they were away from their homee, 
tired and hungry. Jesus felt pity for them. He 
resolved to give them something to eat. But when 
he inquired what provisions the disciples had, he 
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found that five small loftves, a little bigger than rolls, 
and two little fishes, were all they had to spread be- 
fore that multitude. These wouldn*t have made a 
crumb apiece for one quarter of that congregation. 
But still, Jesus told his disciples to make the people 
sit down and get ready for dinner, just as if lie had a 
cart-load of provisions. When they were all seated, 
Jesus asked a blessing on the food before them. 
Then he took one of the loaves and began to break 
it up ; but, as fast as he broke off a piece, the loaf 
from which he broke it would instantly gi-ow out 
again as big as it was before. And it was the same 
with the fishes. The loaves and fishes grew faster 
than ever loaves or fishes grew before. And so Jesus 
kept on breaking up the bread and fish into pieces, 
and the bread and fish kept on increasing, till all 
those five thousand hungry people had eaten just as 
much as they could eat. Then there were great piles 
of food lying all about. And Jesus said unto the 

disciples : " Gather up the fragments that nothing 

be lost. Therefore they gathered them together, and 
filled twelve baskets with the fragments." How very 
wonderful this was ! Why, I suppose that one of 
those twelve baskets would have held all the loaves 
and fishes put together, before they began to eat of 
them. And yet, after five thousand people had eaten, 
there was twelve times more food left than there was 
before they began. This was surprising indeed 1 And 
how strange it was that, in the midst of such abun- 
dance, Jesus should have been so particular in taking 
care of what was left ! Why, we should have thought 
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that if he could get it so easily, he wouldn't have 
taken any notice of the pieces left. But he did. If 
every piece of bread or fish had been a lump of gold, 
he couldn't have been more careful of them. This is 
very singular. What did Jesus do it for? He did 
it to teach us this important lesson — nefoer to wcuie 
cmythiiig. When Grod made the great ocean, we are 
told that " he mecMured the waters in the hollow of 
his hand," so as to have neither too little nor too 
much, but just the quantity he wanted. When he 
made the mountains and hills, *^ he weighed the moun- 
tains in scales and the hills in a balance,'' so as to have 
them just as large and as heavy as he desired them 
to be. God never wastes anything in the works that 
he performs. Suppose you set a pan of water out in 
the air, where the sun can shine upon it in summer- 
time. Now watch it. The sun makes the water 
warm ; then you see a sort of steam rising up from 
the surface of the water. The sun is turning the 
water into vapour. It keeps on doing this. The 
water in the pan becomes less and less, till at last it 
is all gone. Perhaps you think that water is wasted; 
but it isn't. It has only changed its form. It has 
all turned to vapour. The vapour floats away in the 
clouds, and helps to make rain, and presently every 
drop of it will come down to earth again in the shape 
of rain. Not a single drop of all the water you had 
in your pan will be lost. There is no waste in any- 
thing that God does. And when Jesus, afber per- 
forming this wonderful miracle, said, " Gather up the 
fragments that nothing be lost," he intended to 
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teach us not to be wasters of anything. Our sermon 
this afternoon will be ahout gathering up the frag- 
ments. Jesus spoke these words to the disciples about 
gathering up the fragments of bread and fish, of 
which the people had been eating. But there are 
other kinds of fragments to be gathered. I wish now 
to speak of /ov/r different sorts of fragments which 
it is very important for us to learn how to gather. 

In the first places there are fragments of time thaJt 
toe should gather up. 

Time is the most precious of all things. It is more 
valuable than gold or silver. When Elizabeth, the 
celebrated Queen of England, was on her deathbed, 
she exclaimed : " My kingdom for an hour of time ! " 
But all the wealth and honours of her kingdom could 
not purchase for her the time she wanted. Queen 
Elizabeth had not wasted her time. Few persons 
had ever been more diligent in improving time than 
she had been. She was very fond of study. She 
used to rise early and spend every moment she could 
spare in reading and studying. . She understood Greek 
and Latin perfectly. She could speak and write in 
five different languages ; and one of the most learned 
men of her reign said '' that she knew as much as 
any man then living." I suppose that what the 
dying queen wanted time so much for, was to get 
ready for heaven. She had been very diligent in im- 
proving her time, so far as reading and study was con- 
cerned, and in attending to the affairs of her kingdom, 
for she was one of the best mbnarchs that England 
ever had; but while doing this, she had not taken 

(609) 13 
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care of her soul as she ought to have done. And 
when she came to die, she wanted more time to re- 
pent of her sins, and pray to God for his pardoning 
mercy. The right way to improve time, is to take 
care of our souls j'^*^ — ^to be sure and have them safe, 
by repenting and believing in Jesus — and then to 
gather up the fragments of time for other purposes. 

A. gentleman was once visiting the United States 
Mint. One room that he went into was called the 
gold-room. Here the gold used in that establishment 
for making money was taken out and prepared for 
being melted. He noticed that the floor of this room 
was covered all over by a sort of grating, made of 
strips of wood, with openings between them. He 
asked what it was for. He was told that it was in- 
tended to prevent any of the visitors from carrying 
away with the dust of their feet any of the very fine 
particles of gold which would fly ofl* while they were 
filing the rough edges of the bars of gold. Every 
now and then they would take up this wooden grat- 
ing from the floor and carefully sweep up the dust 
which collected there. Thus they gathered up these 
little fragments of gold, and from the sweepings of the 
floor they saved thousands of dollars in a year. 

But time is worth more than gold; and if we were 
only as careful in gathering up its fragments as we 
should be, it is surprising how much of it we should 
be able to save. 

Nearly all the persons who have become great and 
distinguished in the world, have early formed the 
habit of gathering up the fragments of their time, and 
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never lettmg them slip idly by. If you read the 
lives of such men as Demosthenes, the famous orator, 
of Julius Oflesar, Sir Isaac Newton, Franklin, Wash- 
ington, Napoleon, you will find that they all had 
learned and practised well the lesson we are consider- 
ing. They were very industrious. They gathered 
up the fragments of their time. They were no idlers. 
They rose early in the morning. They were busy all 
the day long. They used up all the odds and ends of 
their time. And you will never be able to do much, 
either for yourselves or others, unless you learn to 
gather up these fragments. 

Some years ago, a lean, awkward-looking boy, 
dressed in coarse, patched clothes, came one morning 
to the house in which the president of one of our 
eastern colleges lived. He knocked at the door, 
and asked to see the president. The servant-girl 
looked at his poor, shabby clothes, and thinking 
that he looked more like a beggar than anything 
else, told him to go round to the kitchen. The boy 
did as he was told, and soon appeared at the back 
door. 

"I suppose you want some breakfast," said the 
servant-girl; " and I can give you that without troub- 
ling the doctor." 

" Thank you," said the boy; " I have no objection 
to the piece of bread ; but I want very much to see 
the president." 

"Indeed," said the girl, looking at the boy's 
patched trousers; "I suppose you want some old 
clothes. I guess the doctor has none to spare. He 
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gives away a sight." And then, without minding 
the boy's request, she went about her work. 

The boy ate the bread with a keen relish, for he 
was yeryr hungry. When he had finished it, he said : 
" Can I see the president now 1 " 

" Well, he's in the library : if he must be disturbed, 
he must ; but he does like to be alone sometimes,'' 
said the girl in a peevish tone. She seemed to think 
it very foolish to admit such an ill-looking fellow into 
her master's presence; but, wiping her hands, she 
told him to follow her. Opening the door of the 
library, she said : — 

" Here, sir, is somebody who is dreadfully anzioas 
to see you, and so I let him in. 

The president looked towards the boy, and said : — 

" Well, my lad, what is it you want 1 " 

" Please, sir," said the boy, making an awkwazd 
sort of a bow, "I want to know if I can enter 
college 1 " 

" I should think not," said the learned doctor, sup- 
posing, from the boy's appearance, that he was an 
ignorant fellow, who didn't know what he was talk- 
ing about. He then asked him some questions in 
the simple rules of arithmetic, which he answered 
correctly. He then passed on to fractions and 
decimals, and to algebra ; but all his questions were 
readily answered. 

" Very good," said the president. " Do you know 
anything of Latin, my man 1 " asked he, handing the 
boy a copy of Virgil. 

" A little, sir," said the boy ; and taking the book. 



he opened it, and read off a dozen or twenty lines 
very fluently, and translated them into English with 
great ease. 






f:i::r^^d^A 



" Indeed ! " said the doctor, as he looked at the boy, 
with great surprise. 

" Have you read any Greek, young man t " he aaked, 
as he handed a copy of Homer. 

"A little, air," said the boy again. He then took 
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the book, and read and translated the Greek as 
easily as he had done the Latin. 

" Upon my word," said he, " that is well done." 
And looking at the youth over his spectacles, he 
asked : " Why, my boy, when did you pick up all 
this learning r' 

Now, mark the boy's answer : " In my spare mo- 
ments, sir." 

Ah, yes; this boy had learned to gather up the 
fragments of time. He was a poor boy, who had to 
work hard on a farm for his livine ; and yet, by im- 
proving his spa.. mon.ent«.-the h!,^ ho Jor'qi^r 
he could save at dmner-time, — and by making use of 
the long winter evenings. ak,r the day's work was 
done, he had prepared himself to enter college. 
While others were letting their spare moments slip 
idly away, — while they were lounging about, doing 
nothing, or, worse than nothing, learning to smoke 
and drink, and play cards, he was gathering up the 
fragments of his time, that nothing should be lost 
And, if we could follow that young man through the 
rest of his life, we should expect to find him making 
his mark wherever he went, and rising to a high 
station among the wise and good men of the land. 

A celebrated lawyer, in France, wrote a large and 
valuable law-book, by taking the time he used to 
have to wait every day for his dinner to be ready. 

There was a lady in France, whose name was 
Madame de Genlis. She was the teacher of the 
princess, in the royal family. Her pupil would 
often keep her waiting twenty minutes, or half an 
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hoar, when she came to give her her lesson. This 
was too much to lose. So she always carried a pen- 
cil and some paper with her ; and in the coarse of 
several years she wrote two or three interesting 
volames, by jast gathering up those fragments of 
time while she was waiting for her pupil. 

There is a gentleman, now occupying a prominent 
position in England, who learned Latin and Greek 
while he was carrying messages as an errand-boy in 
the streets of Manchester. 

Almost everybody has heard of Elihu Burritt, "the 
learned blacksmith." He is sometimes called "the 
Back-eye blacksmith," because he comes from Ohio, 
the Buck-eye State. He has gone all over our 
ooontry lecturing on different subjects. He was 
brought up as a blacksmith. And yet, while blow- 
ing the bellows, and wielding the hammer, he has 
contrived, by gathering the fragments of time, to 
learn forty different languages ! How wonderful 
this is ! And what he has done others may do, if 
they will but follow his example. Sometimes we 
hear business men say, " Time is money." But it is 
more than this. It can do for us what money never 
can. If rightly improved, it will make us learned, 
and wise, and good. 

My dear young friends, let me entreat you to set 
a high value on your " odd moments.^ Don't waste 
them. Begin now, while you are young, to make a 
good use of them. They are more precious than gold 
dost, or diamond dust. Turn them all to good 
accoont. One of the Boman emperors used always 
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to look back at night and see if his time had been 
well spent. If it - had not, he would exdainiy '' I 
have lost a day ! " Do not lose your hours or days in 
idleness, when, by reading, or study, or labour, they 
can be made so profitable. Form the habit now of 
having all your hours usefully employed. It will be 
better for you than thousands of gold and silver. 

Gather up Hhe fragments of time, 

Bviy secondly, gather up the fragrnerUa of know- 
ledge. 

Knowledge is very useful. Almost everything 
that we learn will be of use to us some time or other. 
There is in most houses a little room called the store- 
room, or lumber-room. It is the place in vrhich 
things are put that are not wanted at present. A 
strange collection of things you see when you go into 
that room. On the wall, at one side, hangs the tool- 
board. Under this board stands the nail-box. Near 
the nail-box is another box which contains a great 
variety of things. There are keys and old locks, and 
bolts, hinges and screws, hooks and staples, pieces of 
iron and brass. In one comer of the room are a 
number of old wooden boxes. On one of the shelves 
is a lot of empty bottles. Next to the bottles is a 
basket containing corks and pieces of leather. Behind 
the door are some boards and pieces of wood of dif- 
ferent sizes. In one comer are some old shoes. In 
another is a broken table, and the remains of two or 
three old chairs. A wonderful variety of things may 
be found in that store-room. It is not very attractive 
to look at, but it is very useful. When anything 
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gets out of order about the house, and some lock, or 
bolt, or hinge wants fixing ; when a piece of board is 
needed in the kitchen, or a spike or a hook in the yard, 
— ^then the store-room is the place to go to. What- 
ever it is you want, you are almost sure to find it 
there. It is very important to have a store-room in 
a house. Yes; and it is very important to keep that 
room well filled with all sorts of things. Whatever you 
put in there will come into use some time or other. 
Some of the things there may remain for years before 
you want them, but at last they will be just the 
things you want. 

Now, your mind may be compared to a house; 
and your memory is the store-room. Whatever you 
read or learn — or, in other words, all the knowledge 
you get — ^is stowed away in your memory, just like 
the things you put by in your store-room. Every 
possible thing that you learn will be of use some time 
or other. Bead all the good and useful books you 
can ; get all the knowledge in your power, no matter 
what it's about, for some time in your life you will 
find it of service to you. You will have a full store- 
room with you wherever you go ; and perhaps, when 
you least expect it, something that you learned years 
before will turn out to be the greatest help and com- 
fort to you. Let me show you how this sometimes 
hi^pens. 

There is John Williams, the good missionary to 
the islands of the Pacific, — " the Martyr Missionary 
of Erromanga." When he was a boy, in England, he 
was engaged as a clerk in a hardware store; or, as our 
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English friends would term it, in an ironmonger's shop. 
His duty was to attend in the store, to sell goods 
and fill up orders. At the back of the store, and con- 
nected with it, was a large blacksmiths' shop, where a 
number of men were employed in manufacturing dif- 
ferent articles that were made of iron. Mr. Williams 
was not expected to work in this shop ; but he was 
determined to learn everything about the basaness 
that he could. He had resolved to gather up all the 
fragments of knowledge in his power. And oo, 
whenever he had half an hour or so to spare at 
dinner-time, or at the close of the day, he would go 
into the smiths' shop and get the men to show him 
how they did their work; and made the difimnt 
articles of their trade. He kept on doing this till 
he had learned all about the business, and got to be 
one of the best workmen in the place : so that when 
there was any work to be done requiring particular 
skill and care, Mr. Williams was sure to be called 
upon to do it. Thus he gathered up the fragments 
there. 

Now look at him again. He is on shipboard, go- 
ing out to his labours in the South Seas. Here he 
tries to learn all he can &om the sailors about the 
way in which a vessel is made, and rigged, and 
worked. Every day he is busy gathering up frag- 
ments of knowledge, and putting them away in the 
store-room of his memory. And see now what use 
he made of it all. Years have passed away. The 
people in the island of Karatonga, where he lives, 
have given up their idols and become ChiistiAns. 



HABD AT WOKK. 




The gcxxl missionai^ is atutious uot to go to other 
islands, and tell the poor blind heathen there too 
about Jesus. But be has nothing to cany him there. 
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What can he do) He thinks and prays over it 
a while, and then resolves that he will try and build 
a vessel himself. What . — in that far-off island, 
with no timber and no proper tools, and nobody to 
help him — attempt to build a vessel ! Yes, that is 
what he tried to do ; and that is what he did do. 
He never rested till the little schooner called the 
Messenger of Peo/ce was built and launched, and he 
was sailing away in her to teU of Jesus and his salvia 
tion to the heathen. You see now how useful those 
gathered fragments were to him. Unless ther store- 
room of his memory had been filled with the know- 
ledge of the way to work in iron, which he had 
learned in England, and with the knowledge of how 
vessels were made and rigged, which he learned on 
shipboard, he never would have been able, when he 
became a missionary, to make a vessel for himself. 

Every little bit and scrap of knowledge that you 
can pick up, you should put away in the store-room 
of memory. It will be sure to be of use to yon some 
time or other. Let me tell you a story to prove 
this. 

You know that the Church of St. Peter's, at 
Eome, is one of the most splendid buildings in the 
world. There is a large open court in front of it^ 
which is filled with beautiful monuments and statu- 
ary. One of these is a beautiful obelisk made of 
Egyptian marble. An obelisk is a column of marble, 
or other stone, made out of one block, and gradually 
tapering off from one end to the other, so that the 
base on which it stands is broader than the top. 



ST. PETERS. 



The sqoaro tapering coluinns of marble that you see 
s are obelisks; but the one I am speak- 




ing of in front of St. Peter's at Rome is supposed to 
be the largest in tbe world. It is seventj-two feet 
high, twelve feet sqnare at the base, and eigbt feet 
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square at the top. It is said to be three ]bhousand 
years old. It was found among the ruins of an old 
building in Rome, called the Circus of Nero. There 
it had lain buried for ages; but one of the Popes 
determined to have it dug out, and cleaned, and set 
up among the other beautiful monuments in front of 
St. Peter's. He ordered this to be done. It was a 
very difficult job to move it. The obelisk was sup- 
posed to weigh about four hundred and seventy tons. 
Finally, it was removed to the place appointed for 
it. There, a pedestal of solid stone, thirty feet high, 
was built for it to stand on; but to get that heavy 
mass on the top of the pedestal was no easy matter. 
The Pope appointed a skilful architect to attend to 
it. He made all the necessary preparations. He 
got all the machinery ready — with the windlasses, 
blocks, ropes, tackling, and so forth. Then the Pope 
fixed a day for setting up the obelisk. It was a 
grand holiday in Kome. All the people turned out 
to witness the sight. The Pope's soldiers were there 
to keep the peace. The better to preserve order, the 
Pope issued a proclamation that, while the work was 
going on, no one, except those employed in the work, 
should speak a loud word, on pain of being put in 
prison. At last the arrangements are all made, and 
the order is given to hoist. The wheels go round — 
the ropes move — the blocks creak — and the obelisk 
begins to rise. The people watch it with great 
excitement, but in breathless silence. Higher and 
higher it goes. Everything seems to work well; 
and still it rises, till it is within five or six inches of 
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the place appointed for it, when suddenly it stops. 
What is the matter? The ropes have stretched so 
much that the blocks have come together too soon. 
They can't get it any higher. There it hangs dang- 
ling in the air. The people are disappointed. The 
architect is dreadfully excited. He is just on the 
point of ordering it to be lowered to the ground 
again, when an English sailor in the crowd, who had 
been watching the operation, sang out at the top of 
his voice : " Wet the ropes ! wet the ropes ! " He 
had learned at sea, that when new ropes are wet they 
always shrink and become shorter. This scrap of 
knowledge was veiy useful now. The architect saw 
that this would do it. The ropes were wet. They 
shrunk at once more than was needed, and the obelisk 
was landed in the place intended for it. The Pope's 
soldiers took up the saUor and put him in prison. 
The next day he was brought up for trial, when the 
Pope condemned him to receive a large sum of money 
for the fragment of knowledge which he had gathered 
up, and which was so very useful in that time of 
need. Jack took the punishment without a word of 
complaint. 

I want now to give you one more illustration to 
show the importance of gathering up the fragments 
of Scriptural knowledge, and that is all I shall say 
on this point of the subject. 

There was a gentleman in New York who was 
an infidel. He never went to church. He had no 
Bible in the house. He did not believe that Jesus 
was a Divine Being, or that he died to save sinners. 
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Yet, when fchis gentleman was a child, he had a pious 
mother. She made him read the Bible. She filled 
the store-room of his memory with its precious pro- 
mises. We shall see presently of what use these 
were to him. This gentleman was married. His 
wife was not a Christian. They had one child, a 
bright, intelligent little boy. The nurse of this child 
was a pious woman. She used often to talk to him 
about Jesus. She taught him the beautiful hymn — 

" There is a happy land, 
Far, far away," &;c. 

His parents, though they were not Christians, taught 
him to say his prayers at night; and often he would 
ask them questions about Grod and " the happy land," 
which they found it very hard to answer. 

One evening the little fellow was lying on the bed 
partly undressed ; his father and mother were seated 
by the fire. Tommy, as he was called, had not been 
a good boy that day. His mother had been telling 
his father what he had done, and how she had to 
punish him for it. All was quiet for a while, when 
suddenly the child broke out in a loud sobbing and 
crying which surprised his parents. His father went 
to him, and asked what was the matter. 

" I don't want it, father — I don't want it there," 
said he. 

" What is it, my child ? what is it 1" he asked. 

"Why, father, I don't want the angels to write 
down in Grod's book all the bad things I have done 
to-day. I don't want it there. I wish it could be 
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wiped out." Then he cried again bitterly, and his 
father was almost ready to cry with him. What 
could he do 1 I said his father was an infidel ; but 
now he put aside his infidelity. He remembered 
the truths of the Bible, which his mother had taught 
him when he was a child. He turned to them now, 
and tried to comfort his distressed child with them. 

" Don't cry, my dear child," he said ; " you can 
have it all wiped out in a minute if you want." 

"How, father — how?^' asked Tommy eagerly. 

" Why, get down on your knees, and ask God, for 
Christ's sake, to wipe it out ; and he will do it." 

He didn't have to speak twice. In an instant 
Tommy jumped out of bed, and kneeled down by the 
bedside. He put up his little hands, and was just 
about beginning, when he looked up and said : — 

" O father, won't you come and help me ? " 

This was a hard thing to ask. His father had 
never really prayed in his life. But he saw the 
great distress of his child, and how could he refuse ! 
So the proud infidel man got down on his knees, by 
the side of his dear boy, and asked God to wipe 
away his sins. Then they got up, and Tommy went 
into bed again. In a few moments he looked up, 
and said : — 

" Father, are you swre it's all wiped out % " 

What a question was this to ask an infidel ! But 
he felt that he must give up his infidelity, as he 
answered : — 

"Why, yes; the Bible says, if you ask God from 

your heart, for Christ's sake, to do it, and if you are 
(6e») 14 
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really sorry for what you liave done, it shall be all 
blotted out." 

A sweet smile passed over the face of the child as 
he laid his little head upon the pillow. But presently 
he sat up again in bed, and said : — 

" Father, what did the angel wipe it out with — 
with a sponge 1 " 

This was another question that almost staggered 
his father. He had been in the habit of saying that 
it was not necessary for Christ to shed his blood that 
men might be pardoned; but now he felt in a 
moment that it was necessary. He could not 
answer his child's question unless this was true. So 
he said : — 

"No, my child, not with a sponge; but with die 
blood of Christ. The Bible says : ' The blood of 
Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.* " 

Then Tommy was satisfied, and soon fell asleep. 
Fron. that ho^ his father ga^ up his infideUt^, Z 
became a Christian. Here you see how useful to 
him were those gathered fragments of Bible know- 
ledge which he had stowed away in his memory. 

Now, my dear young friends, remember about 
these two kinds of fragments you are to gather. 
Begin at once to gather up the fragments of time, 
and the fragments of knowledge. Form the habit 
now, while you are young, and it will be of more 
value to you than you can tell. 
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fN our last sermon on this text we spoke 
about two kinds of fragments that ought 
to be gathered up. These were /ragmenU 
of TIJSE, and /rogmento o/* KNOWLEDGE. 
The third kind of fragmenta to be 
gathered, is thejraymente o/'uohey. 

There are two reasona why we should gather np 
the fragments of money. We (yaght to do it for oia- 
ottm good; and vk ought to do it /or the good of 
othen. 

We should gather np the fragments of money for 
oor own benefit. Dollars are made up of cents; and 
Benjamin Franklin used to say : " If we t^e care of 
the eenti, the dollars will take care of themselves." 

A boy worked hard all day for a quarter of a 
dollar. With that quarter he bought some apples. 
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He went along the streets and sold the apples for a 
dollar. With the dollar he bought a sheep. The 
sheep brought him a lamb. For the fleece of the 
lamb he got another dollar. "With this dollar he 
bought another sheep. The next spring he had two 
sheep, two lambs, and a yearling sheep. He sold 
the three fleeces for three dollars, and bought three 
more sheep. Now he had six sheep, and a fair 
prospect of doing well with them. He worked hard, 
and gathered up the fragments of money, so as to be 
able to get hay, and com, and oats, and pasture for 
his sheep. He took the greatest care of his lambs 
and sheep, and soon he had a good-sized flock. Their 
wool enabled him to buy a pasture for them. By 
the time he was twenty-one years old he had a good 
start in business; and after a few years he became a 
wealthy farmer. Sometimes, when he was showing 
persons about over his splendid, well-stocked farm, 
worth many thousands of dollars, he used to say that 
he got it all for a qua/rter of a doUa/r, Then he 
would tell them of the time when he worked all day 
for a quarter, and began to trade with that. That 
quarter was the foundation of his fortune. He 
learned to gather up the fragments of money for his 
own benefit. 

There is a young man in Massachusetts now who 
is doing a flourishing business. He is a fine, in- 
telligent man. Everybody who knows him respects 
and loves him. He began his life in a very similar 
way to the boy just spoken of; only, instead of 
buying a sheep with the first money he had earned 
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and saved, he bought a book with it. His parents 
were very poor. They taught him to be careful of 
his pennies, to gather up the fragments of money. 
He did not get much, but he took good care of what he 
did get. He saved up his pennies till he had fifty 
of them — the first half-dollar he ever had. He laid 
out this money in buying a Bible — the Book of books. 
When he got this Bible he resolved to read it daily, 
and pray God for grace to help him to live according 
to its teachings. Thus, in taking his start in life, he 
planted himself on the Bible. While doing this he 
still went on gathering up the fragments. He was 
careful of the little money he received. As fast as 
he got money enough to do so, he bought other use- 
ful and instructive books. He read them over, in 
his leisure hours, with the greatest care and interest. 
He grew up to be a model young man. And now 
he is very rich, and carrying on a large business, and 
is one of the first men in the town in which he lives. 
But if he had spent the first half-dollar he ever 
owned in drinking, or gambling, or going to the 
theatre, instead of buying a Bible, he might have 
been a miserable drunkard, without wealth, or 
character, or usefulness. He gathered the frag- 
ments of money for his own benefit. 

In looking over my scrap-book, the other day, to 
find something to illustrate this point, I met with 
an anecdote headed, "A gold watch in a rag-bag." 
On reading it over, I found it was just the thing 
for this part of the sermon, and so I must put it in 
here. 
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A lady who lived near Bridgeport, in Connecticat, 
was in the habit of putting out shirts to make, to a 
number of women, for a large clothing-estabHshment 
in the neighbourhood. In cutting these out there 
were a great many pieces left, little odds and ends, 
too small to be of use. The first thought was to 
toss them into the fire. " But no," she said to her- 
self ; " I'll * gather up the fragments,' and save them. 
Perhaps I may get enough, by-and-by, to exchange 
them with the tinman for something or other that 
may be useful in the kitchen." So she gathered 
them up and put them away, and in a few weeks 
there was quite a pile of them. 

One day a neighbour came in, and on hearing 
what she was going to do with her scraps, he ad- 
vised her to send them to a paper-mill which was 
not far off. "They will give you three or four 
cents a pound for them," said he; "and that is better 
than to exchange them with the tinman." 

She asked her husband's advice. To him a few 
rags seemed like a matter of no consequence. 

" Do just as you like," said ho, laughingly. " Yaw 
may have all the money you can make out of the 
rags." 

She took him at his word, and in two or three 
months some half-dozen barrels of rags were sent to 
the paper-mill. To her surprise, she received in re- 
turn for these a nice new five-dollar note. When 
this was handed to her, the first thought that came 
into her mind was to go out and buy some orna- 
mental thing for the house; but after thinking over 
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it a little while, she came to a different conclusion. 
She resolved still to " gather up the fragments." 

She said to herself: "No; I won't spend it. All 
my rag-money shall go into the savings-bank." 

And into the savings-bank it went. Time rolled 
on ; more rags were saved and sold ; the money kept 
steadily increasing. 

One day a tempting opportunity presented itself 
of purchasing a fine gold watch. The price of the 
watch was forty dollars. 

" I will not ask my husband to take that much 
money out of his business," said the lady to herself. 
" Now is the time to make use of my rag-money." 

The watch was purchased — literally with rags. 
It was truly a gold watch gotten out from a rag- 
hag! 

But this was not the end of it. The money in the 
savings-bank, which grew out of a bundle of rags, 
went on increasing for a number of years after the 
gold watch had been bought, and now it amounts to 
over twejnJty-fioe hv/nd/red doUa/rsl Only think of it ! 

'^ I am surprised to think how it has increased," 
said the lady one day to some of her friends. " A 
few cuttings and scraps laid aside when I cut out 
shirts; a few dollars carried to the bank when I 
went into town; a little interest added on from 
time to time; a few fragments gathered up with 
care, — ^this was all, and yet it has grown into this 
snug little fortune." 

Certainly this lady gathered up the fragments of 
money for her own benefit. 
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But then we ought to gather them up, too, ybr the 
good of others. 

A little boy once attended a missionary meeting, 
and was very much interested in the speeches that 
were made. When he got home he tried to think 
of something that he could do to help on the good 
cause; but he could think of nothing that was of 
any importance. He was very young, and he felt 
that he would have to live many years before he 
could expect to speak about the work, as he had 
heard the gentlemen do at that meeting. He was 
very poor, and all he had seemed worth nothing, as 
he thought of the gold and silver which others had 
to give. All the money he had in the world con- 
sisted of a solitary farthing, which somebody had 
given him. It was a new, bright, beautiful little 
coin; but still it was only a farthing, and what 
good could that do 1 At last he resolved to send it 
to the minister whose speech had interested him 
most at the missionary meeting. The minister had 
come from London; and the little boy thought he 
had better put the farthing in a letter, and send 
it to him by post. So he folded it up nicely in 
a piece of paper, and wrote a letter with it in this 
style : — 

" Deab Sir, — I am but a very little boy, and am 
very poor. My father and mother can give me no- 
thing to send to the missionary society ; I have only 
a farthing of my own. Still I want to give some- 
thing, so I send this farthing to you. G. b. s." 



FBEDDT AND HIS PENNIES. 217 

Away went the letter with its farthing, and great 
was the delight of the gentleman on getting it. He 
was just about setting out on a visit to Scotland, to 
hold missionary meetings in different places, so he 
took the farthing and the letter with him. Where- 
ever he held a meeting he showed the farthing and 
read the letter. Everybody was pleased. The 
young people especially were stirred up by it to 
raise some money; and before the gentleman re- 
turned to London the little boy's solitary farthing 
had gained above forty pounds, or more than two 
hundred dollars. Here you see how that little boy s 
gathered fragment, a single farthing, was made to 
promote the good of others. 

Now let me tell you of another case, in which the 
same thing was done by a little boy in a different 
way. 

" Mother, Tve got a penny ; may I go and spend 
it 1" asked little Freddy one day, as he twirled the 
new, bright coin in his fingers. 

"What do you wish to get with it, my son?" 
asked his mother. 

" Oh, I don't know," said he, casting his eyes 
down. " A stick of candy, or gum, or something." 

" You know, Freddy," said his mother, " I don't 
like you to eat candy or chew gum; and there is 
nothing else you can get for a penny that you will 
care for at all five minutes after you get it. I do 
wish, my son, that your pennies did not trouble you 
so much." 

" Trouble me, mother ! Why, what do you mean?" 
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''I mean just what I say, dear; for as soon as 
you get one you want to spend it. And as you can't 
do so without displeasing me, or doing yourself 
harm, I think they are more trouble than pleasure 
to you." 

" Oh dear !" said Freddy, throwing himself on 
the floor, and drawing a long sigh; "I don't know 
what to do. I'm sure, I wish I could spend jaj 
money somehow." 

" Freddy," said his mother, " did you ever think 
how much good your pennies might do, if you would 
only save them till you get a good many of them 
together, and then give them to some poor person, 
or buy a nice book to give to some poor child who 
has no books or schools as you have?" 

"Why, mother, I never thought of that," said 
Freddy, brightening up. " I'll try to save my 
pennies after this, and see what good I can do with 
them." 

Freddy ran into his own little room, and dropped 
his cent into a small box which stood on the table. 
After this he went on carefully gathering up the 
fragments. Whenever a penny was given to him, 
he would add it to his treasure in the box. He 
told his mother one day that the pennies didn't 
trouble him any more, since he had found out what 
to do with them. He liked to get money and save 
it, that he might do good with it. 

One day, about two or three months after this, 
Freddy came home from school in a great hurry. 
He ran into the house, and, without stopping to 



speak to an^ one, rushed into his own room, seized 
his monej-box, emptied it, and was oS* again, before 
his mother had time to notice what he was doing. 




In about half an hour he came back again, looking 
veiy bright and happy. 

" "Why, Freddy," said his mother, " what does all 
this mean 1 Why did you run into the house and 
fly out again, without stopping to speak to any 
onel" 

" O mother, please excuse me. I was in such a 
hurry I forgot all about it, I wanted my pennies 
to buy a new slate for little Sully Brown. She fell 
down and broke hers, just as she was coming out of 
the schoolroom. You know the people she lives 
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with don't love her, and would have whipped her if 
she had carried home the broken one. So I told her 
not to cry, but walk slowly on, and I would get her 
a new one in a few minutes. I was in such a dread- 
ful hurry, because her mistress would scold her if 
she wasn't home at the usual time. I am so glad, 
mother, that I followed your advice and saved my 
pennies. I'm sure it was nicer to help poor Sally in 
her trouble than to have had aU the candy in tovm 
to eat** 

Freddy remembered his mother's good advice 
afterwards. He kept on gathering up the frag- 
ments, and so often had it in his power to do good 
to others in a way that made him feel truly happy. 
"We should " gather up the fragments " of money ybr 
oiw own good, and^br ths good of others. 

BtU there is still another kind 0/ fragments that 
we should gather up; it is the fourth and last hind, 
I refer to the fragments of usefulness. I mean, 
by this, that we should be careful to improve all the 
opportunities for usefulness that come in our way. 
There are a great many different ways in which we 
may be useful, if we only try to improve them, by 
gathering up these fragments as we £jid them lying 
in our path. 

We may he useful hy ov/r example; and we should 
improve every opportunity of doing good in this way. 
I was reading lately of a little boy who "gathered 
up the fragments " about him in this way, and was 
the means of doing good. The little fellow was 
only about ten or eleven years old. He was the son 
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of a clergyman. His father had got a situation for 
him, on board one of those ships where boys are put 
in order to be trained and educated for officers in 
the navy. This little boy's father and mother, being 
good Christians, had taught him carefully to pray to 
God every morning and evening, and had told him 
to be sure and do this wherever he might go. 

When the little fellow went on board the great 
ship, he found himself surrounded by a large com- 
pany of other boys. Some of them were older and 
some younger than himself. They were cadets and 
midshipmen, who were to be his companions, and 
who were very fond of fun and play, as boys gener- 
ally are. He got along with them very well till the 
time came to go to bed in the evening. A bell was 
rung as a signal for the boys to go to their bei-ths, aa 
the beds are called on shipboard. The boys were 
lauglung and talking, and playing tricks of various 
kinds, while getting undressed. George, as our little 
friend was named, looked round to see if none of 
them kneeled down to pray before going to bed, but 
not one of them did so. He remembered what he 
had been taught at home; he thought how God had 
taken care of him all the day, how only he could 
preserve him through the night, and he felt that he 
could not go to bed without prayer. Then the 
temptation occurred to him — " But can't I pray as 
heartily when lying in my bed as if I should kneel 
down to pray? and then the boys won't laugh at 
me." But then the thought occurred, that it would 
please his mother better if he should kneel down to 
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pray; and a better thought still, camo into his mind, 
that it would please God. This decided him. He 
knelt down to pray. Immediately all the thought- 
less boys around began to laugh at him. One called 
him a Methodist; another said he was the parson. 
One threw a book at him; another threw a pillow at 
him; but the little fellow still knelt on till he had 
finished his prayer. The next night he was inter- 
rupted in the same way; and so it continued night 
after night. And yet the brave little fellow would 
kneel down and offer his prayers to God. He never 
complained of the conduct of the boys; but some 
one else about the ship found out how the boys were 
beha\TLng in their cabin at night, and went and told 
the captain. 

Kow it happened that the captain was a good, 
pious man, and he resolved to put a stop to the 
bad conduct of the boys. The next day he had 
all the boys called up before him on the deck of 
the ship. Then he called George up to him, and 
said, — 

" Well, my little fellow, have you any complaint 
to make of the conduct of these boys 1 " 

" No, sir," said George. 

" Now, boys," said the captain, " George will tell 
no tales, and make no complaints; but I have heard 
how you have been teasing and persecuting him at 
night, because he had the courage to kneel down and 
pray to that God who takes care of him. I h&ve only 
this to say, — if any of you shall dare to do this again, 
I'll have you tied up on deck, and try how you like 
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the taste of a rope's end on your back. Now go to 
your duties." 

All the boys felt guilty. They would hardly speak 
to George during the rest of the day. But when 
evening came again, George knelt down as usual 
to pray. There was no laughing or talking. They 
were all as still as mice. George had not been kneel- 
ing long before he felt something at his side coming 
close up to him. He looked round to see what it 
was, and found one of the little boys who was nest- 
ling close up to him, that he too might say his prayers 
in peace and quietness. Presently another came, 
and then another; till at last quite a number were 
found kneeling round him. These boys had all been 
taught to pray at home; but when they were sur- 
rounded by rude, mocking boys, they had not courage 
enough to do what was right, by acknowledging their 
dependence on God before their companions. But 
the influence of George's example, when he quietly 
and bravely took his stand, determined to do right 
himself, whatever others did, encouraged them to do 
so too. From that time prayer was never neglected 
on board that ship; while even those who did not 
pray themselves, were afraid or ashamed to laugh or 
mock at those who did.* In this way little George 
was very useful to his young companions by the 
example which he set them. We should " gather up 
the fragments" of usefulness that lie around us, by 
setting a good example. 

We may be useful by owr words as well as by our 
example; and we should " gather up the fragments" 
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by improving every opportunity tliat offers of doing 
good in this way. 

" Sir," said an old man one day to a minister, 
" woiild you like to know how I, an old, gray-headed 
sinner, was led to become a Christian 1" 

" Yes, sir," replied the minister; " I should like 
very well to hear it." 

" Well, sir, I was walking along the street one 
day, and met a little boy. The little fellow stepped 
up to me and made a polite bow, and said in a kind, 
gentle way: * Please, sir, will you take a tract; and, 
please, sir, will you read it?' 

"Now I had always hated tracts; and when any- 
body offered them to me, I used to get angry, and 
swear dreadfully at them. But that 'please, sir' 
overcame me. I could not swear at that gentlemanly 
little fellow, with his kind-spoken 'please, sir;' no, 
no. So I took the tract, and thanked the little boy 
for it. I promised him I'd read it; and I did read 
it, and the reading of it was a gi*eat blessing to me. 
It led me to see that I was a sinner. It showed me 
that Jesus Christ is the only Saviour. It was the 
means of making me a Christian. That 'please, 
sir' was the key that unlocked my hard, old heart" 
That little boy was gathering up the fragments of 
usefulness. He was trying to do good by his words. 

Sometimes there is wonderful power in a few 
simple words to do good, even though they are 
spoken by a child. 

Some years ago there was a man in Scotland whose 
name was James Stirling. He had been an honest. 
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industrious man, and lived happily with his family. 
But in an evil hour he learned to love strong drink. 
He became a drunkard. Then poverty, and want, 
and misery, came into his little cottage. His poor 
wife was a good, pious woman. She struggled 
hard, working day and night to support her family. 
Through years of grief and sorrow she laboured on, 
still hoping and praying that God would turn her 
husband from his evil ways, and make him a sober 
man again. At last her prayer was heard. Her 
husband gave up drinking; he signed the temperance 
pledge. Then their home was happy again. James 
Stirling became a great temperance man, and was 
the means of saving hundreds of his countrymen from 
going down to a drunkard's grave. But how was 
this change brought about] Let me tell you. 

Stirling's faithful wife had always been in the habit 
of having family prayers with her children when her 
husband was absent. One night she sat down with a 
heavy heart, and her eyes full of tears, to read the 
Bible to her children, and to pray with them. What 
follows I must tell you in James Stirling's own 
language : — 

" I had * been out all day at the tavern ; and at 
night, when I came home, my wife, as usual, was 
reading a chapter to the children. I entered the 
door as she was so engaged, sUpping in like a con- 
demned criminal. The portion of Scripture read 
was the twenty-fifth of Matthew, in which these 
words occur : * When the Son of man shall come in 
his glory, and all the holy angels with him, then shall 

(669) 15 
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he sit upon the throne of his gloiy : and before him 
shall be gathered all nations ; and he shall separate 
them one from another, as a shepherd divideth his 
sheep from the goats : and he shall set the sheep on 
his right hand, but the goats on the left/ Our 
youngest boy, then about four years old, was lying 
with his head on his mother's lap; and just when she 
read those awful words, he looked up earnestly into 
her face, and asked : ' Mother, will father he a goat 
thenV 

" This was more than I could stand. The earnest^ 
innocent look of the poor child, the astonishment of 
the poor mother, and, above all, the question itself, 
went right to my heart. I never slept a wink all 
that night. I felt that I would rather die than go on 
living as I had been living. I resolved that nighty 
that, with the help of God, all the men on earth 
should never tempt me to drink intoxicating liquor 
again." 

And the resolution that James Stirling made that 
night he kept for thirty years, when he died beloved 
and honoured by all who knew him. Only think 
how much good was done by the short, simple 
question of that little child ! 

When we tiy to "gather up the fragments" of 
usefulness, we cannot tell how much good may spring 
from the least thing we do. A minister was making 
an address at a meeting one day. He was urging 
all the people to try and make themselves useful 
Among the persons present, he saw a plain working- 
man, standing with a little girl in his arms. The 
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speaker was urging the importance of our trying to 
do good in every way in our power. "Everybody 
has some influence, even to that child," said he, point- 
ing to the little girl in her father's arms. " That's 
true ! " cried the man, forgetting for a moment where 
he was. After the meeting was over, he stepped up 
to the minister, and said : " I beg your pardon, sir. 
I didn't intend to inteniipt you in your address, but 
I couldn't help speaking. Not long ago, sir, I was a 
drunkard ; but, as I didn't like to go to the tavern 
alone, I used to carry this dear child with me. As 
I came near the house one night, hearing a great 
noise inside, she said, * Don't go, father.' * Hold 
your tongiie, child,' I said. * Oh, please, father, don't 
go ! ' * Hold your tongue,' I said again, shaking her 
rudely. She said no more ; but presently I felt the 
big, warm tears falling on my cheek. I couldn't go 
a step farther, sir ; I turned roimd and went home. 
I have never been to the tavern since. By the help 
of God, I never mean to go again. I am a happy 
man now, sir, and my family are all happy. This 
dear child has done it all ; and when you said, even 
she has influence, I couldn't help saying, ' That's true.' 
All have influence." 

Now let us see, how msuiy kinds of fragments have 
we spoken of altogether? Four. Yes; what are 
they 1 Fragments of time ; fragm^rUs of knowledge ; 
fragments of money ; 2Ln!di fragments of usefvlness* 

Well, let us all resolve to be earnest and diligent 
in trying to gather up these different fragments. The 
least and the youngest of us may And enough to do 
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in this way. Don't say: "Oh, I am too little; I 
can't do anjrthing!" Nobody is too little to "gather 
np fragments." Fragments are little things, and 
little people are just the ones to gather them. If 
you pick up a tiny pebble, not bigger than the end 
of your little finger, and throw it into a pond, you 
know how it will make a circular ripple on its smooth 
surface, that wiU go on getting wider and wider till 
at last it reaches the shore. And just so, when we 
try to do good in any of the ways we have been 
speaking of, the fragment that we gather, of time, or 
knowledge, or money, or usefulness, like the ripple 
on the pond, may spread itself out for good to all 
who are round about us. If we ever expect to be 
good or great, we must begin by being good and 
great in little things. The great Academy of Music 
in Broad Street was built by just laying one brick 
upon another. The great Pyramids in Egypt, which 
are like young moimtains, were made by laying one 
stone upon another. Oh! gather up the fragments 
then. Begin to do good in a small way, and others 
will soon open before you. 

I will close my sermon by repeating some sweet, 
simple lines which I met with the other day. They 
are just the thing for those who want to begin to be 
fragment-gatherers. They are entitled 

LITTLE DEEDS. 

" Not mighty deeds make up the sum 
Of happiness below^ 
But little acts o£ kindliiiess, 
Whioh any child may show. 
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" A merry sound, to cheer the babe, 
And tell a friend is near; 
A word of ready sympathy, 
To dry the childish fear. 

" A glass of water kindly brought ; 
An offered easy chair ; 
A turning of the window blind, 
That all may feel the air. 

** An early flower, unasked, bestowed ; 
A light and cautious tread; 
A voice to gentlest whisper hushed. 
To spare the aching head. 

" Oh] deeds like these, though little things, 
Yet purest love disclose, 
As fragrant perfume on the air 
Keveals the hidden rose. 

" Our heavenly Father loves to see 
These precious fruits of love ; 
And if we only serve him here. 
We'll dwell with him above." 
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Crown 8vOy cloth extra. Price 68. 6d. 

Herman; or. The Little Preacher: Little 
Threads : and. The Story Lizzie Told. By the Author of 
"Stepping Heavenward," "Little Susy's Six Birthdays," 
&c. With Four Illustrations printed in Colours. Post Svo, 
cloth extra. Price 28. 6d. 

Lizzie Hepburn ; or. Every Cloud has a Sil- 
ver Lining. With Four Illustrations printed in Colours. 
Post Svo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 

Little Snowdrop and her Golden Casket. 

By the Author of " Little Hazel, the E[ing*8 Messenger,'* 
&c. With Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette. Post Svo, 
cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 

The Crown of Glory; or, "FaithfUl unto 
Death." A Scottish Story of Martyr Times. By the 
Author of "Little Hazel, the King's Messenger/' &c 
Post Svo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 



T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK. 



XUttetmb) SiotSi'^ooka fox the "^mmSt 



Little Snowdrop and her GrOlden Casket. 

By the Author of ** Little Hazel, the King's Messenger," 
&C. With Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette. Post 8vo, 
doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

Under the Old Oaks; or, Won by Love. 

By the Author of ** Little Hazel, the E[ing*s Messenger,** 
&c. With Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette. Post 8vo, 
cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

Little Hazel, the King's Messenger. By 

the Author of " Little Snowdrop and her Golden Casket,** 
&c. With Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette. Post 8vo, 
doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

Tinsel and Gold; or. What Girls should 

Learn. A Tale. By Mrs. Veitoh. Foolsc&p 8vo, cloth. 
Price Is. 6d. 

The Story of Little Robinson of Paris; 

or, The Triumph of Industry. Translated from the French. 
By LnOT Landon. Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 

Old Robin and his Proverb ; or, With the 

Lowly is Wisdom. By Mrs. Hxnbt F. Bbook. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette, and Sixteen Illustra- 
tions. Hoyal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 

Little Lily's Travels. With Coloured 

Frontispiece and Vignette, and Twenty-two Illustrations. 
Koyal 18mo, doth. Price Is. 6d. 

Grandpapa's Keepsakes; or. Take Heed 

will Surely Speed. By Mrs. Georgb Cupplks, Author of 
**The Story of Our Doll," &c. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and Vignette, and Forty-five Engravings. Boyal 
18mo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

The Golden Rule; or. Do to Others as 

you would have Others do to You. Boyal 18mo, cloth. 
Price Is. 6d. 



T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK. 



T. NELSON AND SONS' 
3EllU5trittcii 

f^tOOK LIST. 

^ll^ A Select List of Publica- 

s for Home Reading, 

Books for Ihe Drawing- 

'^h}3 Room, Books of Travel 

\t^ & Natural History, Tales 

for the Toung. &q. 




ANOSOME BINDINGS, SUITABLE FOR 
PRESENTS AND FOR PRIZES. 



^1 ' «.r - 



THOMAS NELSON AND SONS, 



^rt ^tft-::©ooks. 




The Insect By Jules Michelet, Author of "History 

ot France," "The Bird," ftc With One Hundred and Forty 
niustrationa drawn specially for thia EdidoD by GucoiTellI, nad 
engraved by the most eminent French and English Artists. 
Imperial Sto, cloth, richly gilt. Price 10s. 6d. 

Nature; or, The Poetry of Earth and Sea. From the 

French of Mhe. Michelet, With npwards of Two Hundred 
TlhisCraCions drawn specially for thia Work by GucouiLU 
(Illustiator oE "The Bird"), and engraved by the moet eminent 
French and English Artists. Imperial 8vo, cloth, richly gilt- 
Price 10b. 6(1. 

The Mountain. From the French of Jules Michelet, 

Author of " The Bird," &0. With upwards ot Siity lUnstratlana 
by Pebcital Serltoh and Clabk Stantok. Imperial Eto, cloth, 
richly gilt Price 10b. 6d. 



.^rt <Uift-:]©floks. 




Tlie Bird. By Jules Michelet, Author of "History of 

France," to. Illustntted by Two Hundred and Ten Exqnidte 
Engravingg by Giacohelll Imperial Svo, full giit sida and gilt 
edges. Pric«I0B.6d, 

The Mysteries of the Ocean. By Arthur Mangln. 

With One Hnndred and Thirty lUostratdons by W. Frexuam and 
J. Noil. Imperial 8vo, full gilt aide and gilt edges. Price 10s. 6il. 

The Sea. By Jutes Michetet, Author of "The Bird," 

" The Insect," &c With Nine Tinted Engraving!. Imperial Sto, 
cloth, richly gilt. Price IOh. 6d. 

Earth and Sea. By Louis Figuier. With Two Hurt- 

dred and Fifty EngravingB. Im;«rial 8vo, handsomely bound in 
cloth, gilt edges. Price IOh. 6d. Cloth, plain edgea. Price Tn. 6d. 



j^rt ^ift-^Sookfl. 




The History of the Robins. By Mrs. Trimmer. With 

" ■ ■- ■ ■ ' " . - fi -igrared by Kouget, 

Small Ito, cloth. 



and upwards of One Hundred Drawings by Guc<i' 
HELLi, Illustrator of 'The Bird" by Miuhekt. Small 4to, cloth 
extra. Price 5b. 

Birds and Flowers, and Other Country Things. By 

Mart Howitt. Illustrated with Coloured rrontinpiece and 
Illuminated Title-page, and upwards of Oue Huudred Dramngs 
by GlAOOHKLLL Small Ito, cloth extra. Price 6a. 

The World at Home : Pictures and Scenes from Far- 

oS Lands. By Mast and Elizab^^ Kikbt. Witti upwards of 
One Hundred and Thirty Illustrations. Small 4to, cloth, richly 
silt. Price 6b. 

The Sea and its Wonders. By Mary and Elizabeth 

KlUBT. With One Hundred and Seventy-fonr lUuBtratioDB. 
Small 4to, cloth, richly gilt. Price 6a. 



:©EautifuI ^ift-^oohs. 




The Golden Booh of English Song Oontat'ning 

Choice Selections irom the Pnncipnl Poets of the Freaent Cen- 
tury. Edited, with Bio^Taphical and Cntical Notices Parallal 
PflBaages, Index of CnticaJ 4uth nties, and nearly Fifteen Hun- 
dred Mai^nal Quotations, by W. H. Datbhtort Adams. With 
upwards o( One Hundred EngravingB, Post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges. 
Price 3e. 6d. 

The Household Treasury of English Song. Contain- 
ing specimens of the English Poets, Chronologically Arranged. 
With Biographical and Explanatory Notes, and nearly One Thou- 
sand Marginal Quotations, liy W. H. Davenpobt AuAue. With 
E%hty Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges. Price 38. 6d. 

Shakespeare's Dramatic Works. With Three Hundred 

and Seventy Illustrations by the late Frank Howard, R.A. ; 
and Explanatory Note9. Parallel Passages, Historical and Critical 
Illustrations, Copious Glossary. Biographical Sketch, and Indexes. 
Crown 8vo, 1437 pages, cloth eitra, gilt edges. Price Is, 6d. 



^ch) ;ii>ubIii;ations. 




NEW WORKS BY W. 



The Young Rajah : A Story of Indian Life and Ad- 

VBnhiTB. By W. H. G. EraoBTOK. With Forty-tour Engrav- 
ings. 'Grown iie>, cloth. Price Se. 



Twice Lost: A Story of Shipwrecfi, and Adventure in 

the Wilds ot Australia. By W. H. R. Kinoston. With Forty- 
ail EngravingB. Crown Svo, cloth. Pries 5s. 

The Young Llanero: A Story of War -and Wild Life 

in Venaiuela. By W. II. G. EiNgston. ■ With Forty-four En- 
graving!, Crown 8vo, cinth. Price 5s. 

Recent Polar Voyages. A Record of Aduenture and 

Discovery. From the Search after FraaUin to the Voyage of the 
Haata and Qermania. With Sixty-two EngravingH. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. Price 68. 

The Catacombs of Rome : Historical and Descriptive, 

with a Chapter on the Symholism ot Early Christian Art. By 
W. H. Davenport Adams. With Forty-aeven Engravings, Poet 
8to, cloth. Price 2a. 6d. 



Nature's Mighty Wonders. By the Reu. Richard 

NewtOK, D.D. With Fifty-three Engravings. Poat 8vo, dotli. 
Price 2e. Sd. 



^eto ;;]§>ub Illations. 




The Ministry of the Word. Being the "Yale College 

Lectures" for 1S70. By the Kev. William M. Tatlob, D.D., 
New York. Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 4s. 6d. 



Sea Birds, and the Lessons of their Liues. By Eliza- 

BBTH SuRR. With lUustrations printed in Colours. ISnio, cloth 
eitrft. Price 28. 6d. 



Pictures for Daisy. With Pleasing Tales in Prose 

and Rhyme. 4to, boiirdB. Price 2s. 6d. 

The Daisy -Chain. A Picture Story -Book. With 

Twelve Full-page Coloured Illustrations. KoyaJ 4to, boards. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

The Children's Wreath. A Picture Story-Book. With 

Twelve Full-page Coloured lUustratione. Boyal 4to, bo^da. 
Price 2s. 6.1, 

The Children's Posy. A Picture Story-Book. By 

A. Ia O. E. With Twelve Full-p^c Coloured Illustrations. 
£oyal 4to, boufda. Price 2e. 6d. 

Book of Medical Information and Advice. By the 

late J. Waebuhtos Bbgbie, M.D. Containing a Krief Aeoount 
of the Nature and Treatment of Common Diaeases; also, Hints to 
be followed in Emei^ncies, with Su^cetions as to the Manage- 
ment of the Sick-room and the Preservation of Health ; and on 
Appeciiix, in which will be found a List of the Medicines referred 
to in the Worlc, with their proper Doses and Modes of Adminu- 
tration. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

Shakespeare's Dramatic Works. With Three Hundred 

and Seventy lUustrations by the late Frank Howard, RA.; 
and Explanatory Notes, Parallel Passages. Historical and Critical 
muetrations. Copious Glossary, Biographical Sketch, and Indexee. 
Gdwd 8vo, 1437 pages, cloth eitra, gilt edges. Price 7b. 6d. 



important ;^eU8iott« IS^orks. 




Systematic Theology. By Charles Hodge, D.D., Pro- 

feasor ic the Theological Seminary. Princeton. New Jeney . Three 
toIb. Royal 8vo. Prioe £2, 28. Ind« voL , 3s. 6d. estra. 

Outlines of Theology. By the Reu. A. A. Hodge, D.D., 

Prinielon. Edited by the Bev. W. H. Ooold, D.D., Edinburgh, 
Crown 8vo, doth. Price 6e. 6d. 



Class-Book on the Confession of Faith. By A. A. 

Hoj.oE,D.D. Edited by W. H. GooLD.D.D. Post 8vo, cloth. 
Price 3b. 6d. 

Danuinism, and its Relation to the Truths of 

Natural and Revealed Religion. By Charles Hodge, D.D., 
Princeton, Aulior of "Syatematio Theology." Poet Svo, cloth. 
Price as. 6d. 

The Anchor of the Soul, and other Sermons. By the 

late Rev. WlI.r.IASl Aknot, Author of "I.awa from Heaven for 
Life on Earth," ftc. Cro\vn 8vo, cloth. Price 6e. 

Laws from Heaven for Life on Earth. By the Jate 

Rev, W. Abnot. Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 7s. fid. 

The Parables of our Lord, By the late Reu. W. Arnot. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 7s. 6d. 

The Psalms : Their History, Teachings, and Use. 

By William Bjnnie, D.D., Profeaaor of Theology. 8vo, cloth. 
Price 7b. 6d. 

The Life of Jesus, the Christ. Earlier Scenes. 

By Henby Wakd Beechek, Author of "Life Thoughts," ic. 
Demy 8vo. cloth. Price 7e. 6d. 



;:©ibIc-^Httstratitrn ;®ooIib. 




THE HOLY LAND— DESCRIBED AND ILLUSTRATED. 



Jerusa/em : Pictorial and Descriptive. By the lata 

li«T. W. K. TWBBDIB, D.D. With Seventy Engiavingi. 

The Environs of Jerusalem : Pictorial and Descrip- 
tive. With Fifty Woodcuts 

The Jordan and its Galley, and the Dead Sea. With 

Fifty Woodeutfc 

The Fall of Jerusalem ; and the Roman Conquest of 

Judea. With Fifty Woodcut*. 



Jerusalem and its Environs; or. The Holy City as it 

Wm and Ib. By the late Bev. W, K, Twimjii, D.D. WitJi 
Tinted Frondspieoe uid Tlgnette. Eitn foolscsp 6va, doth. 
Price 28. 



BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 




On the Banks of the Amazon: A Boys Journal of 

hii AdvaDtnrea iu the Tropic^ Wilda of Soutil Aiasrio& With 
One Hundred and Twenty IllUBtrationB. Crown 8™, cloth erfra. 
Price 68. 

In the Eastern Seas ; or. The Regions of the Bird of 

Panuliee. A Tale for Boye. With One Hundnd and Eleven 
ninstratioQB. Crown Svo, doth, richly pit. Price 6s. 

In the Wilds of Africa. With Sixty-six lliuatrationa. 

Crown Svo, cloth, richly gilt. Price 6h. 

Round the World : A Tale for Boys. With Fifty-two 

Engrarings. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Price 5a. 

Old Jack: A Sea Tale. With Sixty Engraoings. 

Grown Svo, cloth eitrft. Price 5a. 

lHy First l/oyage to Southern Seas. With Forty-two 

Engravings. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Price Ss. 

The Western World. Pictureeque Sketches of Nature 

and Ifatnral History in North and Sonth America. Witk aearlv 
Two Hundred Engravings. Crawn Svo, cloth eitrk. Price 7a. 6d. 



Books of Iplrabei anb j^imenturc. 

BY W. H. O. KINGSTON. 




The Young Rajah : A Story of Indian Life and Att- 

ventm-e. With Forty-four Engravings. Crown Sto, doth. 

Twice Lost: A Story of Shipwreck, and Adventure in 

the Wilds of Austnuis. With Forty-aii Engravings. Crown 
Sto, doth. Price Sa. 

The Wanderers; or. Adventures in the WUda of 

Trinidad and up the Orinoco. With Thirty-one Eugravings. 
CrowD SvD, cloth. Price 6a. 

The South Sea Whaler : A Storu of the Loss of the 

"Champion," and the Adventures of her Crow. With Thirty 
EngTftvingB. Crown Sto. cloth extra. Price 3b. 

Saaed from the Sea; or. The Loss of the " Viper," 

snd the Adventures ol her Crew in the Desert of Sahara. With 
Thirty-two Engravings. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Price Ol 



Stories of Animal Sagacity. With Sixty liiustrations 

by Habhibom Weih. Orown Svo, clotb extra, gilt edges. Prioe Bs. 



^oobs of ^rabd anb j^lititnturr 




Hudson Bag; or, Eueiydau Ufa in the Wilds of MorVi 

Ainericik With Foi^-Sx jSagtmiat/t. Crown Sto, dotii exbik 
Price 6b, 

Mtui on the Ocean. A Booh about Boats and Ships. 

With VSAt 'nnted PUtm, ud Dpwwdi of One Hnndied ud 
Twaty WoodcQta. Post Sto, doth eitn. Pric« 3b. 6d. 

The Ocean and its Wonders. With Sixty Engrauings. 
Port 8vo, cloth extrtk Pnce 3s. 

The Young Fur-Traders : A Tale of the Far North. 

■ With ninstntiaiis. Port 8to, doth. Pries Ss. 

Ungava : A Tale of Esquimaux Land. With lllustra- 

tioDB. Port Sto, cloth. Price 3s. 



Kartin Rattler; or, A Boy's Aduentures In the Forests 

of BnxiL With ninrtntiooB. Port Sfo, cloth. Price 3s. 

The Dog Crusoe and his Master: A Tale of the 

Wstem Fniries. With Qlartntiaiis. Fort Sto, cloth. Plioa Ss. 



^ooks Df J^rabtl aiib ,^Iiticnfurc. 




Jhe Arctic World Illustrated: Its People, Plants, Ani- 

mala, and Natural Phenomena. With a Historical Sketch uf 
Arctic Discover}'. With SiiteeD Full-page and One Hundi^d and 
Four other Gngraviugs. Boyal folio, cloth extra, gilt top. Pries 
10b. 6d. 

Wrecked on a Reef; or. Twenty Months among the 



Heroes of the Desert. The Story of the Lives and 

Labours of MofCat and LivineBtone. With Two Portraits. Br 
theAothorof " Mary PowbU. "^ Post 8to, cloth eitra. Price3B.6il 



Two Years in East Africa: Adoentures in Abyssinia- 

■" ' ' 'he Sources of the Nile. By EULE 

and upwards of Forty Engravings. 



and Nuhia, with a Journey to the Sources of the Nile. 

T .,--iu Tv^oMapa^ am" -"- ' ■"-'-■■ 

Price 38. 6< 



The Hunter and the Trapper in North America ; or. 

Romantic Adventures in Field aud Forest. By BembdiCTT IUvoil. 
With upwards of Eighty Engrarings. Post Svo, cloth extia. 
Price 3s. 6d. 

Kane's Arctic Explorations. The Second Grinnel Ex- 

pedition in Search of Sir John Franklin. With Eight Steel Plates 
and Sixty Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. ¥nua Ss. 

In India, Sketches of Indian Life and Traoel. By 

Mis. Mdbbai Mitcbbll. Crown 8to, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 



;:©oofes oE Plrabcl aiib j^bbcntutc. 




Recent Polar Voyages. A Record of Adoenture and 

DbcoTenr. From the Searcli aftar Franklin to the Voyage of the 
Alert and the Ditnovery (1375-1876). With Sixty-two BograTOigg. 
Cronn 8vo, cloth. Price 6e. 6d. 

The Island Home; or, The Young Castaways. A 

story of Adventai-e in the Soathem Seas. With Six Engraving!. 
Foolscap 8vo, doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

The Castaways. A Story of Adventure in the Wilds 

of Borneo, By Capbun Maths Bud. With Six Engrkvingg. 
Foolscap 8to, cloth. Price 8b. 

Scenes with the Hunter and the Trapper in Many 

Londt; or, Stories of Adventures with Wild Animals. With 
Twantyniae Eogravings, Post Svo, cloth. Price 2b. 6d. 

The Forest, the Jungle, and the Prairie ; or. Tales of 

Adventure and Enterprise in ^irsuit of Wild Animals. Witii 
Thirty-Bve Engravings. Post 8to, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 



3Piciim«I JStibratB of gSnUwl zvh J^ttunimt. 




Pictures of Travel in far-off Lands. A Oompanion 

to the Studj of QeogTiiphy.— Okntkal Ahbrio*. Witk Flf^ 
Eugraruigs. Extra footkcap, cloth. Fric* 2>. 



Doctor Kane, the Arctio Hero. A Narrative of his 

AdventuTM and EiploraUona in the Polar ReKiona. By M. 
Jons. \^th Colonred Frontispiece and Vignette, and Tnirty- 
fivB Engravingi. Foolscap Svo. Price &. 

Round the World. A Story of Trauel Compiled from 

the Narrative of Ida Pfeiffer. By D. Muboat Suith. With 



Afar in the Forest; or, Pictures of Life and Scenery 

In the Wilds of Canada. By M™. Tbaill, Author of "Xlm 
Canadian Cruaoea," Ac Wiui Coloured Frontiapieca and Vig- 
nette, and Twenty-two Engraving*. Fool«cap Svo, uloth. Pifce & 



Tfje Young Crusoe; or, A Boy's Adventures on a 

Dewilate lalaad. By Mrs. Hofland. Witli Colonred Frontis- 
piece and Vienette, and Fourteen EnjcAvinga. Foolscap Svo, 
cloth extra. Price 2b. 6d. 

Robert and Harold; or, The Young Marooners. A 

Tale of Adventure on the Coast of Florida. By F. K, Gouldiho. 
With Six Tinted Flatei. Post Svo, cloth eitra. Pries 28. 6d. 

Home Amid the Snow; or. Warm Hearts in Gold 

Eflglona. By Captain Chablm Edr, R,N. With Tinted Fron- 
dapiece and Vignette, and Twenty-eight Engravings. Foolscap 
Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 



2Utt«tnittti ^ooks oC jSctena ».v3> I&iietffts. 




The QIacier, the Iceberg, and the Aaalanehe; or, 

Fliy^col Characterutics and Fheaomena of the Wrald of loa. 

With SevsDtj Engravings. Post Svo, cloth extui. Ptice 8i. 6d. 

Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea. With Thir- 
teen Charts printed in Colours. Svo, cloth. PiicB 6i. 

Beneath the Surface ; or, The Wonders of the Under- 

S'oand World. With Une Hundred and Fifteen EiignTbig& 
ort 8vo, cloth extra, rrioe 39. 6d. 

The Treasures of the Deep ; or, A Descriptive Account 

of the Great Fi»beri«s, and their Products. With nomeioiu En- 
gravings. Post Svo, cloth extra. Price 3b. 6d. 

The Buried Cities of Campania ; or, Pompeii and Her- 

culaneum : Their History, their Destruction, ana their KfimaiikB. 
By W. H. DaVebport Adams. With Fifty-seven Eogravingg 
and a Plan of Pompeii. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 3b. 

The Queen of the Adriatic; or, Venice Past and Pres- 
et. ^ W. H. Davknpobt Adams. With Thirty-ona Engrav- 
ings, Post Svo, cloth extra. Price Sa. 

Triumphs of Invention and Discovery. By J. N. 

Ftpb. New Edition. With Seven Engravii^s. Pout Svo, cloth, 
Prioe 2s. 6d. 



Natures Mighty Wonders. By the Rev. Richard 

Nbwton, D.D. With Fifty-three Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth. 
Price 28. 6d. 



^nsstxttcmt Mtxita at Shilling ;:i©oofe0. 




WONDERS OF THE HEAVENS, 

Soyal ISme, cloth. 
The Stars. With Thirty-fonr EngraTingg. 
The Planetary Syetom. With Twenty-nine Engravings. 
NebulEB and Oometa. With BightoeQ BngraringH. 
The Sun and Moon. With Eightoen Engraringa. 

STORIES OF NOBLE LIVES. 

Royal rSnto, eletK uiHIi Ooloatstl Fmntlapleet and Titlt-paga. 

Story of Audubon, the Naturalist. 

Story of John "H-o-vrexA, the Philanthropist. 

Story of PallBSy, the Potter. 

Story of John Smeaton and the Eddystone Light- 

honae. 

Story of Dr. Scoresby, the Arctic Na-rigator. 
Story of Cyrus Field, the Prelector of the Atlantio 

Cftbla. 



XUnittstei ^ooka fm ^itttetB ^ey^tng. 




Little Susy s Six Birthdays 



Little Susy's Little Servants. By theAuthorof "Step- 

.... »-... j_n lUmtrated. Foobcap 8yo, gilt •dgw. 



fei 



e Susy's Six 



_ the Author of "Step- 

■ard." lUiutrftted. Foolicap Sto, gilt edge*. 



The Corner Gupboard; or. Stories about Tea, Coffee. 

Sugar, Bicb Hon^, ftc B7 Mabt and ELmuETH Kr^, 
Aothon of ''The World at Home," &c With Coloured Frontb' 
piece and Vignette. Port 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2& 6d. 

Trots' Letters to her Doll. By Mary E. Broomfield, 

Author of " Daddy Diek," "The Old GiB,''^&c. With Colomred 
FrontiBpIece and Vignett& Poat 8to, cloUi eitr& Price &. Sd. 



lUnctnitei jStors-^Sooka of Jl^sttttal [KistorB. 




Stones of the Dog and His Cousins the Wolf, 



cloth. Price la. 6d. 

Stories of the Oat and Her Cousins the Lion, the 

Tiger, and tbe Leopard. With Stories Blnstrating their PUce in 
the Animal World. By Mrs. Hugb Hillso. With Twenty-nine 
Engravings. Foolscap 8vo, doth. Price Is. 6d. 

Talks with Unele Richard about Wild Animals. By 

MtB. Gboeos Cdpplis. Witti Ssventy-five Illiutrations. 18mo, 
doth. Price la. 6d. 

Mamma's Stories aboat Domestio Pets. By Mrs.- 

Georok Cdfplks. With Fifty-six lUustrations. ISmo, cloth. 
Price la. 6d. 

Our Four - Footed Friends and Favourites. Stories 

Qlnstrative of ^fi-Tinl Sagacity. With Seyen SlDBtrationa. Foat 
STOjCloth. Price 2a. 

Fables Illustrated by Stories from Real Life. By Mrs. 

Gboeqb Cdfplbs. FiBSr Sbbiio. With numerouB Bngravinga. 
Royal ISmo, cloth extra. Price la. 6d. SeoonD SsBIKs. With 
IB EngnvingB. Boyal ISmo, cloth extra. Price U. 6d. 



Stories of the Sagacity of Animals. By W. H. 6. 

KlFOBTOS, Author of " In theBastem Seas." *c WiUi Sixty II- 







The King's Highway; or, lllustratiom of the Com- 

msodmeDU. By the Rev. Riohabd IfBWTON, D.D. With 
nomeroiu EngravingB. Poat Svo, cloth. Frice &. 

The Safe Compass, and How it Points. By the Rev. 

RioHABD NswtOH, D.D. With TweDty-sii Engravingg. Focda- 
cap 8to, cloth. Price 2a. 

Rills from the Fountain of Life. By the Rev. Richard 

NlWTON, D.D. IlluetrBted. Poet Svo, doth. Frice 2b. 

Cottage Prayer-Booif, and Helps to Devotion. By the 

Rev, W. B. Clabkk, D.D. Foolscap Svo, dotL Price 2k. 

Pastor's Slietches; or, Conversations with Anxious 

Inquiren on the Way of Salvation. By the Rev. J. S. SPBMCEB, 
D.D. Complete Edition. Poet Svo, cloth. Price 3e. 6d. 

Annals of the Poor. By the Rev. Legh Richmond. 

With Fifty Engravinga. Post Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 64 

Ezehiei, and Other Poems. Illuminated Title-Page. 

Square 16mo, cloth, gilt edges. Price 3a. 6d. 

The Still Hour; or, Communion with God. By the 

Eev. Austin Phelpb. ISmo, cloth. Frice 1b, 

Daily Bible Readings for the Lord's Household. By 

the Kev. Jaues SailH. 21iiio, cloth. Price la. 6d. 



;]©aile J^cxt-^ooka. 




EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 
WItli Canalnt Bonlan taund the Pagti. Hoi/al tSmo, c 



M. 



Tbe Souvenir. Edited br H. L. L., Author of "Thuoghtful 

Hours," Ac Interleaved wjth Note-paper. 
The Parents' Text-Book for Touns Obildren. later- 

leaved witi Note-paper. 
Tbe Obrlatlan Bemembranoer. Edited by H. L. L. lutef 

leaved with Note-paper, 
Thoughts trota the Psalms. Edited I^ M. B. 
Words of Comfort for Days of Trial Edited I^ H. L. L. 



EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 






Daily Manna for Obrla- 
tlan PilsTims. 

Dally Self-Bxaminatlon. 

Words in Season for 
Toung Disciples. 

The Ohaplet of Flowers. 



't Carmlnt Bardtn naad the Pagn. 

am f tf pM. 

Green Pastures. By the Ut« 

Rev. Jambb Sxitb. 
Stm Watere. By tbe Ute 

Ber. Jaheb Shith. 
Paths of Peace. 
Bvery Day Made Holy, 



SIXPENNY SERIES. 



Dally Thanks and Prsise. 
Morning ThouehtB< 
Bvenhis Thoughts. 
Rules for Dally Ufe. 



9*ma, eleth. 

Prayers and Promises. 
Ohrtstian's Dally Bread. 
Ohaplet of Flowers. 
Daily Sslf-Bzamlnatlon. 



;:i^oohs for "^oung ;BR.eabcrs, 




1. ■WHO "WAS THE FIRST AR0HITEOT9 
a. WHO ■WAS THE FIRST PAPER-BIAJCBR' 

3. "WHO 'WERE THE FIRST MINBBS? 

4. WHO WEBB THE FIRST BUILDERS? 
6. WHO ■WERE THE FIRST WBAVUBS? 



looks for "^ottng ^eabcrs. 

Price Ninepence Each. 




THE KITTEN SERIES. 



EY R. M. BALLAHTYKE. 



'ouwd frnttfapftci, i 



THE THUBB LITTLE KITTENS. 

ME-A-OW; or, Oood Advloe to Cats and Kittens. 

OHIT-OHAT BY A PENITENT OAT. 

THE BOBBER KITTEN. 

THE BUTTERFLY'S BALL AND THE (JRASS- 

HOPPBB'S FEAST. 
LIFE OF A SHIP— From the Launch to the Wreck. 
MISTER FOX. 



J^nite for the ^annq. 

Price Ninepenca Bach. 




Bertba Marohmout; or. All U not Gold that Glittera. 
Fanny SUvester ; or, A Merry Heart doeth Good tike a Medicine. 
Vea end Her Cousins ; or, Kind Worda Awaken Kind Echoea. 
BIufT CraCT ; or. A Good Word Costs Nothing. 
Htlffh Wellwood'a Buooeas ; or, Where there's ■ Will then'i 

a Way. 
Alice Laiffhton ; or, A Good Name is Rather to be Chosen thao 

Oarry'B Bose ; or. The Magic of Kindne™. 



Little May and her Friend Oonsolenoe. By U. pABBorr. 



THE KITTY BROWN SERIES. 



foe* mia lllumlnatta Side. IBme, eletH. 

Kitty Brown Beffinnin? I Kitty Brown and her 

to Think. School. 

Kitty Brown and her Olty Kitty Brown and her 

OouBins. I BIhle 



'^scktts at ^^ttoarb ^axts. 




The Story of Joseph and his Brethren Illustrated 

in a Serien of Twelve l>eaiitifully Coiourod Carcl», with Emboesed 
Cover. Price la. per packet. 

The Story of Queen Esther. Containing Twelue 

Cards, beautifully printed in CoIoutb, with fclmbosaed Cover. 
Price le. per paekeC 

The Story of Daniel. Illustrated in a Series of Twelve 

beautifully Coloured Carde, with EmboBsed Cover. Is. per packet 

The Ten Commandments. Illustrated in a Series of 

Cards, beautifully printed in Colours. Price I9. per packet 

The Pilgrim's Progress. Illustrated in a Series of 

Twelve Cards, beautifully printed in Coionra. Price la. per packet 

A. L. 0. E. 'a Present for the Pets. A Packet of Cards 

beautifully printed in Colours, Price I9. per packet. 

Lessons from the Parables—The Prodigal Son, A 

Series of Ten Carda beautifully printed in Colouni, with Gilt 
Borders. Price Is. per packet. 

Picture Cards of Bible History. Containing Twelve 

ISmo Cards, beautifully printed in Colours. Price Is. 

Views in Bible Lands. Containing Twelue Cards, 

beautifully printed in Colours. Price Is. 

Select Collects of the Church of England, for Great 

Festivala and Saints' Days. Beautifully lUuniinated. Packet 
No. I. Containing Twelve Cards, from Advent Sonday to Con- 
version of St Paul.— Packet No. II. Containing Twelve Cards, 
from Easter Eve to AU Saints' Day. Royal 18mo. Price U 6d, 
per packet. 



At Sixpenoe Each. 

Suitable for Sending In Letters to Friends, or as Qlft-Carda for the Young. 



THE GOLDEN SERIES OF ILLUMINATED CARDS. 
Packet A.— Illuminated Bible Texts, with Floral Borders. 

Ten Cards in Packet. 
Packet B.— Illuminated Cards, with Floral Borders. Ten 

Cards in Packet. 
Packet O. — Hymn Cards. Containing Ten Cards, each with a 

Hymn, and Beautifully Illuminated Border.- 
Packet D. — Hymn Cards. Containing Ten Cards, each with a 

Hymn, and Beautifully Illuminated Border. 
Packet E.— Re-ward of Merit Cards. Containing Ten Cards 

Beautifully Illuminated. 

FLORAL TEXT-CARDS. 

A Sorles of Twenty-four Cards, In which texts of Scripture are Interu/ouen with 
Floral Designs, and beautifully printed In the highest style of art 

Packet P.— Containing Six Cards, all different. 
Packet G. — Containing Six Cards, all different. 
Packet H. — Containing Six Cards, all different. 
Packet I. — Containing Six Cards, all different. 

ILLUMINATED TEXT-CARDS. 

With Medieval Borders. 

Packet J. — Containing Ten Cards. 
Packet K.— Containing Ten Cards. 

COLOURED PICTURE-CARDS. 

Pa/Cket L. — Containing Twelve Cards. Views Illustrating the 

Voyages and Travels of St. Paul. 
Packet M. — Containing Twelve Cards. Views in Bible Lands, 

Illustrating Old Testament History. 
Packet N. — Containing Twelve Cards. Scenes in the Life of 

Christ. 
Packet O. — Containing Twelve Cards. The Seven Churches of 

Asia, and Islands of the Levant. 

FLORAL TEXT-CARDS. 

Packet P.— Containing Six Cards. Crosses, with Bible Texts. 

Packet Q.— Containing Six Cards. Crosses, with Bible Texts. 

Packet R.— Containing Six Cards. Flower-Cards, with Verses from 

the Poets. 

Packet S. — Containing Six Cards. Flower-Cards, with Verses from 

the Poets. 

Packet T. — Containing Six Cards. Scripture Souvenir Cards. 

Packet U.— Containing Six Cards. Scripture Souvenir Cards. 



T. NELSON AND SONS, LOUOOH, ^Om^Ui^QH, A.NO NEW YORK. 



PRICE SIXPENCE PER PACKET. 




Packet No. 7. Containing Fifty Cards, each with a Hymn and a 
neat Wood Engraving with Coloured Border. 

Packet No. 8. Containing Thirty-six Cards, each with a Hymn 
and a neat Engraving in Floral Border beautifully printed in 
Colours. 

Packet No. 10. Containing Thirty-two Cards, each with a Picture 
and a Hymn. 24mo size. 

Packet No. 11. Containing Thirty-two Cards. Different Designs 
and Hymns from those in No. 10. 24mo size. 

Packet No. 12. Containing One Hundred and Twenty Small 
Cards, each with a Scripture Text in Border. 

Packet No. 13. Containing Seventy-five Small Cards, each with 
a Scripture Text and a Verse of a Hymn. 

Packet No. 14. Containing One Hundred and Thirty Small Cards, 
each with a Scripture Text and a Verse of a Hymn. 

Packet No. 15. Prayers for Children, in Verse. Con- 
taining Thirty-five beautiful Ornamental Cards. 32mo. 

Packet No. 16. The Q-em. Containing Seventy Cards, each 
with Bible Text and a Verse of a Hymn. With Pictorial Border. 

Packet No. 17. The Pearl. Containing Thirty-two Picture 
Cards, with Hynms. 32mo. 

Packet No. 18. Golden Texts. Containing Thirty -two 
Cards, Richly Gilt. 

Packet No. 19. Bible Texts. Containing One Hundred and 
Sixty Cards, each with a Text and a Verse of a Hymn. 

Packet No. 20. Daily Bible Texts. Containing Twenty- 
five Cards, each with Texts for a Week. Printed in Uolours and 
Gold. 24mo. 

Packet No. 21. Daily Bible Texts. Containing Thirty-two 
Cards, each with Texts for a Week. Printed in Colours and Gold. 
32mo. 

Packet No. 22. Bible Text Cards in Question and 

Answer. Containing Ninety-six Cards. 



T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON. EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK. 



BICHLY ILLUSTRATED. 




The Golden Picture'Book With Coloured Frontispiece 

and Vignette, and Two Hundred and Fifty lUiutnttions. Ito, 
cloth extra, illuminated aide. Price Sa. 

Pictures and Stones of Natural History. With 

Twenty-four Coloured lUuHtratiooB, Tinted Borders, and Descrip- 
tive Letterpress. Bofal Ito, ornamental boards. Price la. 

The Children's Garland. A Picture Story-Booh. By 

A. L. 0. E. Witb Twelve FuU-pago Coloured Ulustraaons. 
Royal 4to, boards. Price 2a. 6d. 

A. L. 0. E. 's Picture Story-Book. With Eleven large 

Full-page Pictures Printed in Colours. Koyal 4to, boards. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

The Word-Picture Fable Book ; or, Old j€sop in a New 

Druas. 4to, boarda. Price 2b. Sd. 

The Heme Kindness Picture-Booh. With Sixteen Full- 

page Illustrations Printed in Colours. Boyal 4to, oraamentaJ 
boarda. Price 2s, Gd. 

• The Little Kittens Picture-Booli. With Sixteen Full- 

page Illusttationa Printed in Colours. Royal jto, omaiuBntal 
boarda. Price 28. 6d. 



RICHLV ILLUSTRATED. 




The Children's Wreath A Picture Stoiy-Book With 

Tnelve Foil psga Caloured IlIuBtrationa Royal Ito boards. 
PncB2B.6d. 

Pictures for Daisy. With Pleasing Tales in Prose and 

Rhyme. 4to, boards. Price 2a. 6d. 

The Daisif - Chain. A Picture Story - Booli. With 

Twelve Full - pags Coloured IllustrationB. Royal 4to, boards. 
Price 2b. 6d. 

The Children's Posy. A Picture Story -Book. By 

A- L. O. B, With Twelve Fiill-page Coloured IllustrationB. 
Royal 4to, boards. Price 28. ed. 

Little Lily's Picture-Book. With One Hundred and 

Twenty -two lUustratioiiB. 4to, boardu. Price 2iL6d. 



P>icturt^']©.a0kjef. 



-♦♦- 



PICTURES OF NATURAL HISTORY. 

In Three Packets, each containing Twelve Cards printed in Oil Colours. 

4to. Pictorial Covers. Price Is. each. 



SHILLING PICTURE-BOOKS. 

PICTURES AND STORIES OF NATURAL 

HISTORY. 

Each with Six Coloured illustrations, Tinted Borders, and Letterpress. 

4to. With Covers printed in Colours and Gold. 

L DofiTS. 2. The Horse, The Ass, &o. 3. The Lion, The 
Tierer, &c. 4. The Elephcuit, The Camel, &c. 



THE BEAUTIFUL-BIRD SERIES. 

HUMMING-BIRDS. In Three Booka 

Each with Six Full-Coloured illustrations, Tinted Borders, and Letterpress. 

4to. With Covers printed in Colours and Gold, 



THE ALPHABET OF SHIPS. 

With Coloured lliustratlona. 

4to. Pictorial Covers. 



THE BOOK OF ALPHABETS. Untearable. 

4to. Pictorial Cover. Price 5s. 

NEW SERIES OF THREEPENNY PICTURE-BOOKS. 
Each with Six Coloured Plates. 4to. With Pictorial Covers. 

1. The Three Bears. I 3. The Children in the Wood. 

2. Cock Bobin. I 4. Mother Hubbard. 



THREEPENNY PICTURE-BOOKS OF NATURAL HISTORY, 
Imperial 8vo. Each containing Six Pictures printed in Colours. 

Beasts of Prey. Birds of the Tropica 

Wild Animals. 
Remarkable Animals. 
Birds of Prey. 



Sea Birds. 

Birds of the North. 

Monsters of the Deep. 



T. NELSON AND 80HS, LOHDON, EOINBURQH. AND NEW YORK. 



;EietD j@erie0 of jgixpeitng picture-® ax)k0. 



4to. Printed in Colours, with Pictorial Covers. Of ay also be had Mounted on 

Cloth, at Is. each. 



ALPHABET 

Alphabet of Beasts. 
Alphabet of Birds. 
Scripture Picture Alphabet. 



SERIES. 

Alphabet of the Nations of the 

"World. 
Children's Picture Alphabet. 



HOME 

Home Kindness. 
Pussies at Mischief. 
The Six Good Dogs. 



KINDNESS SERIES. 

Kindness to Animals. 
Sunny Days and Children's 
Pretty Poll. [Ways. 



LIFE OF 

The Early Life of our Lord. 
Miracles of Christ. 



CHRIST SERIES. 

Scenes from the Life of Christ. 
Old Testament Scenes. 



SCRIPTURE SERIES. 



Story of Joseph and his Breth- 
ren. 
History of Moses. 
History of David. 
History of Solomon. 

KITTEN 

The Three White Kittens. 
Good Friends — Lily, Carrie, 
and Floss. 



History of Daniel. 
Story of Ruth. 

Fancies and Flo^wers for Nur- 
sery Hours. 
Nursery Bhyxnes. &c. 

SERIES. 

The Three Little Kittens. 
Four-footed Friends and Fa- 
vourites. 



CROWQUILL SERIES. 
Printed in Colours, u/ith Ornmmental Covers. 



Old Mother Goose. 
Jack the Giant-Klller. 
Nursery Bhsnues. 



The History of Tom Thumb. 
At School and at Play. 
The Children in the Wood. 



THE FAVOURITE SERIES. 
Printed in Colours, with Beautiful Gilt Covers. 



The Queen and Princesses of 

Dollylajid. 
New Scenes in Monkey Life. 
Illustrated Proverbs for the 

Nursery. 



Pictures fbr Pets. 

The Cats' Quadrille. 

Little Red Rldlngr Hood. 

The Robin. 

Little Lily's Picture-Book. 



THE GOOD CHILD'S SERIES. 
Printed in Colours, with Pictorial Covers. 



Rhymes of Happy Times. 
Fimny Stories about AniTna.lB. 
The Comic Alphabet. 
Watts' Divine and MoraJ Songrs. 
Poems for Children, No. I. 
Poems for Children, No. H. 



Robber Kitten. 
Pussy's Tea-Party. 
Home for the Holidays. 
Comical Creaturea 

Domestic AnlTYia-ia. 

Rigrht nd Wrongr. 



T? NELSON AND SONS. LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK. 



